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Editorial 

The publication in the Strathallan County District Scheme of the proposed 
Timaru City dump-site on farmland in the Kellands Road-Pages Road region 
has brought forth cries of anger from residents and the board and staff of 
Timaru College. 

There can be little doubt that the Timaru City councillors gave the question 
of the siting of the dump a reasoned and fair consideration on the basis of the 
information available to them at the time, and similarly the Strathallan councillors 
and officers of the M.O.W. also considered the prospect in approving this draft 
scheme, but as one prominent councillor stated, the dump decision was merely one 
of many that councillors make at every meeting. Besides, it is not likely that 
anyone thought to point out that although the site has good capacity it is, in fact, 
only a few hundred yards from the (then theoretical) school complex, upwind of 
an extensive residential area, and astride a stream that flows through Washdyke. 

The issue, which arise at a politically embarrassing moment for local body 
candidates, serves to emphasise a major concern quoted in this magazine last year. 
Then we wrote of the increasing desire expressed in the community at large to revert 
to small-scale local decision making, to turn away from centralism, and a largely 
impersonal control of our affairs. 

What the dump issue shows clearly is that despite expert advice, careful 
planning and thoughtful decision making, the common sense response of local 
people with local knowledge is often of more significance. 

For the nation as a whole, this issue should serve as a warning against reliance 
on impersonal, systematic and analytical studies, considered by closed enclaves of 
over-burdened politicians, as the best means of determining future direction and 
development within New Zealand. Consultation and full public debate are 
time consuming and possibly even more expensive than are decisions made in 
closed, or inaccessible sessions based solely on “expert” reports, but that is the 
nature of democracy. 

Such a dynamic nation as Switzerland compels all its legislators and decision 
makers, from school boards through canton government to federal government, 
to consult the people by referendum when any important public decision is to be 
taken or when any large sum of public money is to be spent. 

Whilst public debate may allow sectional interests to wheel their barrows and 
attract an unrealistic share of attention, this at least ensures that such attempted 
influence is seen at work, whereas the public have no such information regarding 
commissioned reports or private discussions such as might occur at cabinet 
meetings and the like. It is unrealistic to expect that well organised and financed 
pressure groups do not exercise influence over politicians: equally it is unrealistic 
to expect that such groups reflect the opinions of more than a small part of the 
population at large, who are generally content to exercise a passive judgement 
on affairs. 

That is not to say most people have no opinion or interest, nor that they do not 
in fact make judgements. They have and they do. It is just that at present they 
have little opportunity to present these to the decision makers. 

The second lesson we might all take from the dump affair is that a month 
from the publication date of such a scheme, is a pitifully short time to allow its 


5 


digestion by the public, and for interested parties to formulate their plans and 
alternatives to the scheme. (Let us not speak of ‘objectives’ — it has nasty, and, 
we hope, totally inaccurate connotations.) 

There are groups within our society who have no patience with people making 
up their minds and would push and shove their will on us. A small public dump 
sited according to “expert” advice and approved by ordinary, busy councillors, 
demonstrates clearly that fast-tracks are nonsense. We may be slow, we might 
need a lot of reminders, but we’re not stupid. 

BOARD OF GOVERNORS 

1980 has been a year of intense activity for the Board. The construction of 
the gymnasium was followed through by the Board with much anticipation and 
even a little drama. We are sure that school and the larger community will gain 
much satisfaction from this fine building and its facilities. Other remodelling work 
or buildings planned for 1981 will be looked forward with interest. The painting 
of the school is almost complete — the choice of colours has been a source of 
much comment! 

We note with much regret the passing of our groundsman, Mr Cliff Grey, who 
died during the year. The Board is greatly indebted to people like him who give 
their time and energy so willingly to keep the buildings, grounds and facilities in 
such fine order. We extend to Mrs Gray our sympathy at Cliff’s passing. 

1980 also saw a major change within the Board. Mr R. G. Blakemore, the 
Chairman since 1972, stood down during the year. We must acknowledge the 
fine record of service to the school from one who gave his energies and abilities 
co completely. Mr Blakemore can be proud of his contributions to the school 


Gays Gifts & Stationery 

PLEASANT POINT 

TOYS, HARDWARE, MAGAZINES AND STATIONERY 
FILM DEVELOPMENT and 
DRY CLEANING SERVICE 

TRY GAYS . . . 

For Gifts for all occasions ^ 

Watch Repairs, General Engraving, etc., for Walker, Jeweller 
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during a time a fledgling cuntry high school grew to become a respected institution 
locally and recognised naturally in many fields. We are glad to retain Mr 
Blakemore’s experience and wisdom on the board for some time yet. Mrs Carter 
is the new Chairman and Mr T. Dosset, her deputy; we wish them well in their 
new roles. 

SCHOOL COUNCIL 1981 

There has been much criticism in previous years of the role and function of 
the school council. This year’s council has performed much better on the whole 
and has provided a valuable link between staff and pupils. 

This year has been notable for the innovation of having the Principal present 
at only every second meeting. This change has allowed a freer range of discussions 
by pupils, normally in good order. There have been three secretaries to the council 
this year: Shona Dockerty, Bronwyn Milne and Maria Moran. A wide range of 
business has been handled by the council including suggestions for the new 
gymnasium and the planning of the Radio Caroline Fair. School badges have 
been designed, the question of a school cafeteria was dismissed and the 1st XV 
was told to raise their own money for a set of jerseys. 

The future of the council depends entirely on the attitude of those involved, 
right back to the classroom level. This year I think the council has been reasonably 
successful and it is to be hoped that next year will be even better. 

David Cunliffe, Chairman (terms 1 and 2) 

THE COUNSELLING SERVICE 

Counselling is a dialogue in which one person helps another, who has some 
difficulty, to evaluate himself and his situation, to make choices, accept 
responsibility for those choices, and decide upon appropriate courses of action. 

During its first year of full operation a third of this school’s pupils have used 
the additional help provided by the counselling service. Pupils come of their own 
accord or are referred by parents and staff. Some of their problems they quickly 
resolve, others may require several sessions before a satisfactory course of action 
or outcome is reached. 

My major task has been to talk with pupils and assist other staff to guide pupils 
in appropriate subject choice, personal decision-making, and preparation for 
job-seeking and employment. Our careers team, which includes Mrs Hurst 
(Careers Adviser) and Mr Wilson (Work Experience Co-ordinator), has offered 
individual counselling, careers information, careers education and occupational 
visits as components in a comprehensive programme to ease the transition from 
school to work. 

Many of my cases have centred around the more personal difficulties of the 
pupils, including problems relating to motivation, friendships, family relationships, 
teacher/pupil relationships and stress, while still others originate at school with 
pupils seeking assistance in study skills, subject choice, and classroom behaviour/ 
learning difficulties. Here too, other staff members play a vital support role, 
offering their advice and talents where necessary. 

Counselling does not promise miracles or guarantee success, but it does offer 
a continuing and genuine interest in the welfare of our pupils as they tackle the 
tasks of growing and learning, and prepare to enter the world beyond school. 

C. Callow (Guidance Counsellor) 
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School Diary 


JANUARY 

28 Term 1 begins. 

“There is a green hill far away’’ 

FEBRUARY 

4 Painters commence exterior painting. 

“Not to admire is all the art I know” 

11 Mrs Bishop begins as Secretary: 

“She has kilted her coats o’ green satin” 

21 Country Schools Swimming Carnival cancelled. 

“But I said I could not swim” 

26 Andrew Steven sails on the “Spirit of Adventure”. 

“Bobby Shafto’s gone to sea . . . 

He’ll come back and marry me, 

Bonny Bobby Shafto” 

29 Mrs Chapman retires after many years of fine service as Secretary. 

“I did but see her passing by” 


MARCH 


1 Primary School staff hold a morning tea for the High School staff. 
“And I’ll give you my head if you find such a host, 

For coffee, tea, chocolate, butter and toast” 

8 Youth for Christ group entertain. 

“Die before they sing” 



BUILDING — CONTRACTING 


New Homes, Additions, Renovations 
All Work Guaranteed 


PLEASANT POINT 747 
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11 School Athletics meeting. 

“. . . sporting the lion rampart” 

19 Mid-South Canterbury athletic “sports of love?” 
26 Radio Caroline Country Fair. 

“Our triumphant holy day” 


APRIL 

9 An evening with the Vietnamese families : 

“Foreigners spell better” 

16 Health Nurse speaks to Form 1(!!!) students against smoking. 

“Liest thou in smoky cribs” 

18 Basketball season begins — with a staff team. 

“. . . and a sense of injured merit” 

29 School closed because of flooding of roads. 

“Western wind, when wilt thou blow, 

The small rain down can rain” 


MAY 

1 P.T.A. Report evening. 

“This meeting was drunk sir” 

9 End of Term 1. 

“I have finished my course” 

15 David Cunliffe awarded World College Scholarship. 

26 Term 2 begins. 

“He who begins this begins to die” 

29 Exit inter-school debate team. 

“It is finished” 

JUNE 

9 “Son of Man” opens. 

“Where the dear Lord was crucified” 

23 Mid-year exams 5 and 7. 

“Pathetic,” he said. “That is what it is. Pathetic.” 

JULY 

8 F4 Ski Trip postponed. 

“The more it snows (Tiddely Pom)” 

AUGUST 

11 F4 Ski Trip postponed. 

“The more it goes (Tiddely Pom)” 

12 Methven Exchange — seniors to Methven. 

“O ye’ll tak’ the high road, 
and I’ll tak’ the low road” 

21 Group Photographs. 

“The good, the bad and the ugly” 

22 Tahitian students leave. End of term. 

“O Lord dismiss us” 

SEPTEMBER 

1 David Cunliffe leaves for Wales. 

“Absence makes the heart grow fonder. 

Isle of beauty, fare thee well.” 

15 Term 3 commences. 

“The bookful blockhead, ignorantly read, 

With loads of learned lumber in his head.” 

25 Canterbury Cross-Country. 

“I will die in the last ditch” 
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OCTOBER 

3 F4 Ski Trip — at last (CANCELLED). 

“0 bother,” said Pooh (Tiddely Pom) 

9 F5, 6 and 7 exams begin. 

“I have nothing to declare except my genius” 
15 F5, 6 and 7 exams end. 

“Alleluia” 

31 Senior Reports out. 

“Killed with report” 


NOVEMBER 

19 School Certificate starts. 

“My spelling is wobbly. It’s good spelling but it wobbles 
and letters get in the wrong places” 

Accrediting announced. 

“O tidings of comfort and joy” 

24 Bursary. University Entrance. 

“When shall my sorrows have an end.” 

28 End-of-year Dance. 

“Passion, I see, is catching” 


DECEMBER 

1 Picnic Day. 

“Live murmur of a summer’s day” 

5 All over! (End of T3.) 

“I desire to end my days in a tavern drinking” 

Quotes from The Oxford Dictionary of Quotations 



Pleasant Point Butchery 

PHONE 820 

Proprietor: J. J. Friel 

HAMS - MUTTON HAMS 

ORDER NOW WHILE STOCKS LAST 
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People 

VIETNAMESE STUDENTS 

In March this year we were fortunate enough to share the company of two 
Vietnamese student refugees. 

Kiet, aged 17, came to Pleasant Point with his two brothers and a neice, leaving 
his parents, seven brothers and one sister in Vietnam. Kiet’s elder brother Hung, 
lost his wife and son on the boat trip out of Vietnam. (There were 255 people 
on that boat.) 

The other refugee student, Trung, is also 17. He is the only member of his 
family to come to New Zealand, leaving his parents, four sisters and one brother 
behind. At present Trung is staying with a married couple who v/ere friends of 
his family. 

Kiet and Trung are dedicated soccer enthusiasts, playing for the 4th Form team. 
Kiet also played for the 1st XI as a very able goalkeeper. 

Asked what they thought of New Zealand school, as they had not attended 
school in Vietnam for three years, they replied, “Not bad!” but later admitted, 
like all New Zealand students, school was not the most enjoyable feature of their 
lives. Kiet plans to become an apprentice mechanic when he leaves school, but 
Trung was undecided when he left for Auckland. 

Our best wishes go with these boys and we hope they will meet up with their 
families in the near future. 

TAHITIAN STUDENT VISITORS 

The three Tahitian students who came to Pleasant Point on the 6th of July for 
six weeks enjeyod their stay, and we, in return, enjoyed their cheerful company. 
During their stay they joined in with sports interchanges, and also helped the 
students learning French to understand the} language better. They were very 
friendly and returned to Tahiti a little sad at the thought of leaving behind all 
the new friends that they had made. 

LAURENCE A DIT 

I would like to thank all the teachers and all friends of Pleasant Point’s school 
for their marvellous hospitality. 

I was really happy to come to New Zealand and to know this beautiful country. 
The first day at school, I was very timid and embarrassed in front of the pupils 
who looked at me very much because I was foreign, but very quickly I had many 
friends especially in the 5th form. 

I hope very much to come back to New Zealand in two years and see again 
all my friends. 

I was very happy to be with Maria and her family during this journey. I will 
keep very carefully all souvenirs (Ed. memories?) from New Zealand. 

Goodbye, Laurence 

P.S. J’espere que vous ne m’oublierez pas ! ! ! ! ! 

MARIA MORAN 

Please don’t think I want to do this. I really don’t, but, due to great amounts 
of persuasion, I began to feel I should, this being my last year of school, my last 
opportunity I guess to talk to you all. 
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They told me to write, but I’m still not all that sure what to write about — 
I mean, it’s all very well to say to write about Arthur Lydiard, and how I met him, 
and my training and things like that, but I really feel that I could bore you all 
just so easily. I’d better be careful how I do things. 

Firstly, I feel I should thank you all. You’re probably wondering why, but, 
you see. I’ve enjoyed my time at Point, and I’ve felt good running for a school 
like this — I don’t say that lying through my teeth, either: I wouldn’t do that. 
No, I mean it. There’s a lot of really great people in this school — you wouldn’t 
believe all the encouragement I’ve been given, and not just if I win something 
either — it’s nice to know that there are people around who realise that can’t 
happen all the time — and it’s even nicer when they tell you that. 

As much as we all complain, life here really has been pretty good. You get 
this feeling in the 7th Form that it will be great to get away from this place. 
But that doesn’t mean we haven’t liked it while we’ve been here — you just feel 
like a change after a while, that’s all. I’ve enjoyed being a House Captain. 
Although it’s a bit of a burden around athletic sports time, it’s really good. 
I’d like to thank all the Yellow House people for their support — we may not win, 
but we had enjoyable times, and I think I got to know a lot of people that way, 
especially the juniors. 

At mid-term, I found myself landed with the position of Head Girl, after 
Shona and then Bronwyn had left. I know I probably did little good, but thanks 
for putting up with me. It gives you a good feeling at times. 

I hope that by now a lot of people understand me better. I hope you all 
realise that I’m not anything unusual or abnormally weird — like I’m not a 


Read Engineering 

GENERAL ENGINEERS 

All Big Round Bale Handling Equipment 

Bale Forks 

ALL OTHER ENGINEERING WORK UNDERTAKEN 

Phone 626, Pleasant Point After hours: 85-482 
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Martian — I’m just a person who likes running. It’s good ta feel accepted. 
I guess that if you keep up any unusual activity for long enough, it soon becomes 
usual. 

Anyway, on to Arthur Lydiard. He’s a great guy — you’d really like him. 
He works for Winstones Ltd in Auckland, and coaches me and others who haven’t 
got anyone really to coach them, by correspondence. I write to him, and he 
sends me schedules and notes quite often — well, when he’s not overseas, that is. 
He’s really a busy person. He “coaches coaches” a lot, and so has contact with 
hundreds of athletes in New Zealand, and lots more overseas. He has a page in 
an American running magazine, and answers people’s queries, and he often has to 
travel overseas and take camps and tell everyone about the benefits of jogging, 
and repeat his lectures thousands of times — he gets pretty sick of it. 

He also has whirlwind tours around New Zealand too — that’s when I met him, 
around “Hadlow to Harbour” time two years ago. He gave a talk at Caroline Bay 
and I went along, after seeing it advertised in the paper. He seemed to make sense. 
Anyway, that’s Arthur. By the way, he’s just a normal person too. He drives a 
normal car, lives in a normal house (except for the stuffed Mexican piranaha fish 
and other foreign objects) in a normal part of Auckland. 

I won’t talk about my training schedules — now that really would bore you! 
I will say that yes, I do run every day (more or less). By that I mean I don’t just 
do lots of long running. I do things like time trails, repetitions, sprinting, bounding 
up and down hills and stuff like that. It’s okay. I enjoy it, truly. I guess I wouldn’t 
do it if I didn’t. It’s really great at times to get away from everybody and 
everything and just run. I wouldn’t like to stop. 

I’ve made lots of friends through running. That’s the best thing — the people. 
It makes it all worth while. I’ve been to lots of places too, from Whangarei to 
Invercargill. It’s a great way to see New Zealand, and it’s great to travel in a 
team while you do it. I can still remember the first time I ran in my Canterbury 
singlet — a great feeling. Maybe one day I’ll run in a black one with a silver fern. 
I know I’d like to. 

I’ve been doing a spot of coaching recently — I drew up a schedule for the five 
girls who ran the Canterbury Schools Cross-Country. It’s hard when you find 
yourself on “the other side of the gun.” I don’t think I’m all that good at it. 
I only hope that the girls have achieved something out of it, whether in mind 
or body. I think I have. 

A few days after you get this magazine. I’ll be running at the National Schools 
Athletic Meeting at Hastings. At this stage, I think I’ll run the 3000m. I’m sort 
of scared. I know it will be really hard, as there are a lot of other athletes around 
that are a lot better than I am. They’ll probably all get to run in the same race, 
knowing my luck. It’s a race that means a lot to me, as it’s my last school’s race. 
So I promise to try my hardest, but please don’t expect too much from me. 

I get told continuously that I talk too much. It seems that I’ve proved my 
point in writing this. I guess it sounds like I’m making a dying speech — please 
forgive me! I’m not dying though, I’m only saying goodbye and thank you. 

By this stage, you must all be trying hard to stifle the yawns! I promise the 
end is in sight however! Don’t think you’ve seen and heard the last of me though, 
as I promise to keep in touch. 

I wish you all an enjoyable life. 

Lots of gratitude and thanks. Cheerio. Love. Maria 

13 


DAVID CUNLIFFE 


In September David left school, home and the country, not in a fit of pique or 
depression, but to take up a two-year scholarship to the World Colleges School 
in Wales. David, having made the final group in 1979, won the sole scholarship 
available in 1980. It is this award which sums up a student of whom the school 
is very proud. 

David has achieved the highest levels of academic success in his years at the 
school through the conscious development of his intellectual faculties, and a 
tremendous ability to work hard and long at any task. The common stereotype of 
a successful student, one too widely accepted amongst the males of our community, 
as a weedy, colourless swat, is one that David’s example quickly disproves. 

Besides his academic achievements David has been a brilliant debater, gifted 
public speaker and taken a lead in drama work too. This is in addition to 
membership of the 1st XV, school and house athletics and swimming, and club 
rugby as well. 

David was Chairman of the School Council until his departure and has always 
given good leadership within the school. 

It is not easy being successful in a society that dislikes difference and 
pre-eminence, but David was popular with both staff and students here. 

The school has great hopes for David, and great faith in his ability to 
represent us well in Wales. 


HARDHITTING TOOLS 


• 

BAG HOOKS 

• 

CROWBARS 


For general carriers 


For general purposes 

• 

BALE HOOKS 

• 

POKERS 


Wool hooks 


Coal range accessories 

• 

SLASHERS 
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E. T. LIENERT (1975) LTD 

PLEASANT POINT, SOUTH CANTERBURY, N.Z. 
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School Activities and Clubs 


SPIRIT OF ADVENTURE 

The theory was that you learn to sail the ship by doing, by example and by 
looking aloft to see what rope does what. In practice, in the wind, rain, motion 
and darkness, we couldn’t see, forgot the example, and couldn’t do it anyway. 
Consequently we got bellowed at but we couldn’t make out the words as they were 
carried away by the wind or muffled by our parkas. However, with a lot more 
example, we did learn to sail and actually got some praise from the instructors. 
It is remarkable how slowly you learn when you’re cold! 

One of the aims of the exercise is to teach people to work together. One method 
of doing this was to give us control of the ship. But the wind-speed indicator said 
there was no wind and we were not allowed to start the engine. We couldn’t work 
that one out! 

First impressions of the food were not good. The first meal was eaten late, 
cold and at an uncomfortable angle of about 30°. The food showed a drastic 
improvement when “cookie” left after a Saturday night in Picton. The cook was 
bad tempered and kicked us out one day for making too much noise. He really 
deserved more sympathy when you considered the conditions he worked in. 

There has been an attempt at running the ship like an old-time sailing ship. 
The captain and officers have cabins and manage as many luxuries as possible. 
Other similarities are the standard issue kitbags, a bad-tempered cook and a 
thorough ship cleaning routine. 

As far as going aloft was concerned, it wasn’t compulsory as the yards were 
about 60 feet above the deck. We had to wear safety harness but most people 
enjoyed the climb. One person dropped his camera to the deck from half-way 
up the mast and it smashed to pieces. 

There were some interesting characters among the crew. One guy had been a 
seaman on the Pamir, one of the last commercial sailing ships. He was the epitomy 
of the old sea dog. The engineer had some interesting stories to tell of his 
exploits in the war. 

The trip started from Napier and ended in Lyttelton with welcomed stops at 
Picton and Akaroa, plus a run for shelter behind Castle Point. Most of the time 
we were under power against strong southerly winds. The resulting motion had 
predictable results on people’s stomachs. One night we motored for three hours 
and made only ten miles — I won’t exaggerate about how high the waves were 
but, looking back on it, it was quite exciting. 

The voyage was the first on the open sea. Previously they were around the 
Hauraki Gulf which is rather more sheltered. (Bronwyn Milne’s trip on the 
Spirit of Adventure at the start of winter was in fact around the Gulf.) 

We were divided into two watches and did four-hour stints each. Often we 
sailed all night so that watches were around the clock. Watch duties included 
man-overboard lookout, sail handling, helmsman duties, navigation and making 
sure we didn’t run into a whale or boat. It was very cold on watch but the sighting 
of dolphins, seals or albatross or for the very lucky, a shark, added interest. 
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The much feared and famed early morning swim turned out to be quite 
enjoyable. We got warmed up beforehand and jumped into the nine degree sea, 
then out as quickly as possible, feeling quite refreshed. 

Highlights were going ashore, of course, a visit to the Outward Bound School 
at Anakiwa, and a look over the Aramoana. 

In fine conditions it is a very good place to make friends but when it is rough 
and wet, your energies are devoted to trying to keep warm. Most friendships were 
made on the last day which was sunny and spent relaxing round the deck. 

If it sounds to you as if it was not much fun then you’re wrong. It was a 
tremendous experience and one which I will remember for the rest of my life. 


Andrew Steven 


SCHOOL FAIR 


Midway through the first term a fund-raising fair was held in conjunction with 
Radio Caroline. The idea of the fair was to raise money for the school with 
promotional help from Radio Caroline through radio adverts. 

Planning got under way many weeks before and a date, March 26, was set. 
Already Radio Caroline had some experience in the field of school fairs as it had 
held several previously but as far as staff and pupils of the school were concerned 
it was something very foreign. What it did do was present us with a great 
challenge to make something out of it. 


ROGER 



Builders and Joiners 


QUALITY HOUSING 

FARM BUILDINGS 

RENOVATIONS 

MAINTENANCE 

We Specialise in Country Work 

182 MOUNTAIN VIEW ROAD TIMARU PHONE 83-662 
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Each class began to prepare by coming up with at times pretty wild ideas on 
how to make as much money as possible. Food stalls, magazine stalls, junk stalls, 
quizzes of various types and topics, and sideshow games were the types of activities 
organised by each class. Of course there were some other ideas, like the stall the 
7th form ran. They cooked up pancakes and hotdogs. They sold them throughout 
the day and even if some of them weren’t up to eating them we were still curious 
to see what they looked like. The 6th form put down a hangi and it proved to be 
one of the main money earners. 

Apart from the class activities, many firms came along displaying such things 
as cars, tractors, motor bikes, sewing machines, chain saws, lawnmowers, sheep 
dips, furniture, electrical appliances, fencing equipment, to name a few. The YFC 
had a tractor backing contest. The Mohair Goat Society were also there, showing 
off their goats and mohair. The Jaycees organised a “Top Team” competition. 
A tug-of-war was also held. The VFB put on a display by putting out a fire in 
an old car. One of the most popular attractions was the helicopter rides with 
many people being taken for sightseeing trips around Pleasant Point. 

At the end of the day Radio Caroline put on a sausage sizzle as a sort of final 
event. Our thanks must go to Radio Caroline for giving us this opportunity and 
helping us along the way towards Fair Day. 


DEBATING 

What a reputation to live up to! With last year’s team the national winners 
of the Jaycees’ debating, four newcomers to the debating scene, Maria Bradshaw 
(first speaker), Kerry McIntosh (second and third speaker), Jane Dunbar (third and 
second speaker) and Mr Simmonds bravely ventured forth to conquer the world 
of debating. Sounds easy? Who are you kidding? 

Our first rivals were Timaru Boys High School, whom last year’s team met in 
the South Canterbury final. The topic was “That the Wage Earner is Suppressed”. 
We took the affirmative and won despite nerves. Jane had a few problems with 
the pronunciation of the word “irrelevant” (she tried five times), but despite a 
shaky start she continued with confidence. 

Our second debate was “That Experience is the Best Teacher”, against Timaru 
Girls High School. We were on the negative, and came a gracious second (in other 
words, we lost!). 

Although this meant that we were out of the competition, I am sure we all 
gained fun, laughter and companionship throughout the many hours spent 
searching for inspiration. None of this would have been possible without the help 
of the man of many talents, Mr Simmonds, who made it all possible. 

Among our fondest memories of debating are the lunch-time meetings 
(accompanied by the odd mouse!) and Kerry’s never-ending humour. 

While this is being written we are preparing, hopefully, for a head-on collision 
with the Jaycees next term. We are confident of winning, but, of course, that 
is debatable! 
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DRAMA 

Whether or not a curtain call is the appropriate finale to a play dealing with 
Christ’s Passion, was only one of many questions raised in staging “Son of Man” 
in June. 

Abandoning the hall stage in favour of an assortment of Muldrew Manufactured 
and Wilson Decore platforms of on the hall floor, and the substitution of lighting 
areas for canvas-and-paint sets, caused some disquiet in the ranks of players at 
times, but the impact on the audience of the intimacy generated more than 
compensated for the occasional loss of a character below the lines of sight. 

The most important question in my mind was how well a cast of 18 to 20 
young men would accept a play that dealt with “Religion”, but this proved no 
problem as the strength and vigour of the play and its characters, the plainness of 
its speech and action and the emotional demands of its climax meant that even the 
least experienced or confident ex-rugby player approached, took hold of a part 
and really gave it his best. 

From late February, lunch hours became times of agonising indigestion as the 
cast in small groups furiously ate, leaped, hacked and died over and over again 
in the quest for perfection or a sandwich in peace, whichever came first. 
Andrew Steven started three weeks late, then carried about 20 kilos of plaster cast 
around with him — vive le rugby! Trevor Blakemore did it the hard way, taking 
a crash course in “How to become Pontius Pilate’s aide-de-campe in a mere two 
weeks” after Rick Lelievre had to withdraw suffering from the old straight white 
leg trick (vive le rugby encore!). 


ATKINSON & DOSSETT LTD 


WE SELL, SERVICE and RECOMMEND: 

ZETOR TRACTORS 

MASPORT MOWERS and ROTA-HOES 
COACH HIRE also available 
FULL GARAGE and SERVICING FACILITIES 
Main Road, Pleasant Point Phone 856 
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Many scenes worked brilliantly and the audience reacted with rather more than 
the traditional polite applause for “the kids” playing about. Some were even a 
little upset as slender slave-girls were beaten for gross impertinence or soldiers 
boredly completed another day’s crucifying. 

Mr Wilson’s organising abilities came to the fore as opening night approached 
and he had all of the staff performing their own brand of tricks with make-up, 
costuming, marshalling of the masses between scenes, and producing a vast array 
of lethal weapons, whips, clubs and crowns of thorns. Mrs Hurst, as well as 
working very hard directing the Caiaphas scenes in rehearsal, managed to prompt 
and handle lighting and actor cues each night. There is no truth to the rumour 
that she developed a third set of eyes and another pair of hands. Students 
Rick Le Lievre, Mark Coutts and Andrew Stowell handled the lighting after 
Mr Duncan’s trapeze act to hang them. 

School plays are about many things, but showing-off aside, it is the terrific unity 
of purpose and the camaraderie they generate that makes them worth while. 


James: 

John: 

Priests: 

Procla: 


Judas Iscariot: 


Jesus: 

Agitator: 

Crowd: 


Centurions: 

Soldiers: 

Pontius Pilate: 

Commander: 

Caiaphas: 

Andrew: 

Simon Peter: 


Ruth: 


Cast 

David Cunliffe 

Grant Shrimpton 

Louise Ryan, Stephen Cummings 
Sandra Holland, Kevin Casey 
Raelene Moore, Sue Boake 
Karen Wilson, Dendra Smith 
Bronwyn Kelynack, Sharon Smith 
Teresa Moore, Bernard Kinney 

Carl Kreegher, Melville Goodger 

Brent Fagan, David Mitchell 

Andrew Steven 

Trevor Blakemore 

Simon Taylor 

Michael Pead 

Richard O’Leary 

Kerry McIntosh 

Phillip Dossett 

Paul Cone, Phillip Linton 

Penny Shrimpton 

Simon Cocks 

Maria Bradshaw 
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Costume: 

Front of House: 


Lighting and Sound: 


Staging: 

Make-up: 


Co-producer / Prompt: 
Manager: 

Stage Managers: 


Producer: 


Backstage 

Mr Simmonds 
Mrs Hurst 
Mr Wilson 

Mrs Duncan, Miss Campbell 
Mr Muldrew 

Miss Fitzharding-Jones, Mrs Coats, Helen Steven, 
Robyn Wilson, Sarah Feasey, Jo Baker, 

Bronwyn Milne 

Mr Duncan, Mr Piper, Mark Coutts, 

Andrew Stowell, Rick Le Leivre 

Mrs Gale, Mrs Marshall, Parents of Cast 

Mr Macfarlane 


“The Son of Man” (from an actor's point of view) 


I steadied myself for what was to come. 

The lights went on. All I had eyes for was the great sea of people in front 
of me. Seconds dragged into hours as I tried to fluently reel off those lines which 
had been painstakingly stuffed down my throat. The stage make-up, although 
expertly applied (sometimes), felt hot and sticky. 

Did I say that right? At last blessed darkness. In my eagerness to get off the 
stage I climbed over into nothingness! Managing however to make it over to the 
Home Economics room only suffering mild frostbite, I was relieved to learn 
everything was going perfectly. _ 


FOR PROMPT SERVICE AND SATISFACTION — 


PLEASANT POINT 
MOTORS (1976) LTD 


Specialised Shell Lubrication 

• PETROL and OILS 

• BATTERIES 

• TYRES 

• ACCESSORIES, ETC. 

OPEN 5i DAYS PER WEEK 


Phone 617 


After hours 82-320 
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After what seemed a few easy scenes, it was over to the French room to scrape 
the make-up off and then it was over for night one. 

Scene 7, second night. “Disciples on.” Through the gloom a blob of white 
showed. “Get off, you stupid . . .” So it seemed we weren’t welcome. Grabbing 
our bread, the disciples made a hurried exit through the curtain, exposing a 
somewhat startled Mr Wilson to an even more astounded audience. Nearly a 
complete disaster! 

After this, the third night was almost an anti-climax. So after a tiring and 
very exciting three nights it was all over. 

Hopefully the next play will come up to the same standard. 


LIBRARIANS 

This year the school has continued the system of involvement in the library 
work and the number of students has increased greatly. 

This year’s librarians were: Helen Steven, Robyn Wilson, Sarah Feasey, 
Elizabeth Gould, Joanna Shanks, Beth Waller, Raewyn Gould, Lynne Taylor, 
Louise Little, Joanna Rowley, Noreen Armstrong, Lynn Moyle, Maria Bradshaw, 
Karen Palmer and Allison Dowall. 

Tasks included: mending books; dusting shelves; chasing after fines owing to 
the library; cataloguing and date stamping — many a fish has witnessed the hurried 
correction of a wrong date stamped on a book. 

Mrs Wilson ruled supreme, and her guidance was of course heavily relied upon. 

The librarians enjoyed their work, and thank Mrs Wilson for all her help. 
They feel sure that their work is appreciated by the school, and hope that their 
good work will be continued in future years. 


PLEASANT POINT HIGH SCHOOL CHOIR 

The choir this year was made up of all ages, but mostly from the junior school. 
With Miss Luke’s supervision the school choir got together some songs for a concert 
to be presented to parents. 

Every Tuesday lunch time the choir would practise each song until perfection 
was reached. The songs we sang were: The Rainbow Connection, This Train, 
and Sound of Silence. 

The pianist for the concert was Mrs Truesdale, while Miss Luke had the task 
of being the conductor, both doing a marvellous job. 

The concert was very enjoyable and a great success, as was the afternoon tea 
that was provided afterwards! Thanks is extended to Miss Luke for her time and 
effort involved. 


JOURNALISM CLASSES 

From early in term one, “The Timaru Herald” has been running journalism 
classes. Senior students from around the Timaru schools. Pleasant Point and 
Fairlie have been able to try their hand at writing articles for the paper’s school 
page. Classes held every Monday have been able to cover such topics as the 
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written and unwritten laws of journalism, and composing a front page. Activities 
such as writing headlines proved to be a little more demands than previously 
thought. Nevertheless it all gives a good insight to journalism. 


EARFORCE 

This year was the first year the school participated in “Earforce”, a radio 
programme for secondary schools. The intention of the programme is to bridge 
the gap between the school and the community. Each week a representative from 
each school around South Canterbury produces a report which is broadcast on air. 

This year the students produced “Earforce Special”, lasting five hours on a 
Friday night. The programme was done entirely by the students — from selling 
and writing, advertising to announcing. 

This is Helen Steven and Jackie Keene for “Earforce”. 


FIREARM SAFETY ELECTIVE 

At the start of the second term an elective was suggested to prepare pupils for 
their future handling of firearms. The elective was started, with the kind help of 
Mr Feasey, by David Cunliffe and Richard Moyle. 

Mr Paul King, who is the South Canterbury Firearm Safety Officer, took a 


ROB’S 

Seven Day Grocery-Dairy 

35 MAIN ROAD, PLEASANT POINT PHONE 793 

Proprietors: ELAINE AND ROB SMITH 

For all Four Square specials and in-store specials, shop with the friendly 
folk where the lower total on the tab proves we keep our grocery prices 
down and save you more each week only at ROB'S. 

For all your weekend requirements: 

CHILLED MILK 

CREAM, MILK SHAKES, DRINKS, CONE ICE CREAMS 
AND FRESH FRUIT AND VEGETABLES DAILY 
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small group through a course of safe handling, firing and reloading. All the 
students passed their examinations and were issued with certificates from the 
New Zealand Mountain Safety Council. 

Our thanks go to Mr Feasey for the organisation that was put in, and to 
Mr King who put in a lot of time and effort to helping these boys. 

. . . THE CREEK, WITHOUT A PADDLE 

During the second term, those studious pupils not dozing at their desks may 
have noticed swarms of towel-carrying persons descending on a single bus parked 
hastily (in the middle of the road as was the case so many times) outside the 
main entrance to the hallowed halls of good ol’ PPHS. 

This unruly horde of barbarians was, in fact, the canoeing group, a group 
formed under the auspices of the Sports Elective. Led by a surprisingly willing, 
if not totally able, Mr Piper, this rabble regularly invaded Timaru’s Century Pool. 

Amongst the planned activities (in this case “planned” was used by Mr Piper 
with a certain cynical outlook achieved only with years of experience) were 
instruction and canoe polo. 

Although in the instructional field achievements were minimal, a great time 
was had by all. A single word could be used to describe a typical lesson — chaos. 
Paddles floated serenely amongst the half-drowned participants and the more 
courageous canoeists paddled nonchalantly through the ensuing madness with, if 
they had any sense, both eyes firmly closed. The instructors’ duties were even 
more chaotic, frantically trying to match canoes with canoeists — no easy task. 
If anything, the instructors spent more time helping canoeists empty their canoes 
than actually instructing. 

If the instruction was chaos, then canoe polo could be described as en enjoyable 
disaster. Canoe polo is like basketball and the effect at the elective would, 
I imagine, be similar to playing basketball on 6ft stilts, blindfold. Again, though 
players spent more time underwater than above it, polo proved to be a winner. 

Regardless, our thanks to the people who made the elective a hit. To Mr Piper, 
whose herculean efforts in the face of daunting opposition were appreciated by all 
(most? some?), to the instructors whose valiant endeavours were of inestimable 
value and, of course, the participants whose inexperience was more than made 
up for with enthusiasm and elan. 


SENIOR COMPUTER ELECTIVES 

Will this programme run? ! ! This was the cry that was to plague Mr Duncan 
every Tuesday afternoon, as we desperately tried to tame the savage machine some 
call a computer. Our 6th formers, Phillip, Trevor and Simon, excelled, while 
John, Michael and I (Kerry), after much struggling accomplished a somewhat 
lesser standard. We were able to use the Bank of New Zealand’s huge computer, 
but as this was based in Dunedin there was sometimes some delay in receiving 
our results. 

The proposition of buying a small computer for the school was discussed and 
some firmly believe that this would be a major benefit. 

So, after an enjoyable term, we’re back to business as usual — carrying on in 
an informal basis. 
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School Trips 


FORM 1 CHRISTCHURCH VISIT 


Day One 


On August 5 Form 1 left our ordinary school day behind and set off for 
Christchurch on a two-day visit to Deans Bush, Christchurch Museum, Ferrymeade 
and the port of Lyttelton. 

We climbed into an Atkinson and Dossett’s bus which still contains many 
memories of laughter and chatter as well as crackling lolly papers for most of us. 

The bus left school at 9.20 a.m. and arrived at Deans Bush at 11.35 a.m., or 
as some may know it, Riccarton Bush. 

Before we reached the original Deans Cottage, we walked through picturesque 
native bush. The original Deans Cottage was in immaculate condition with many 
unusual exhibits. The cottage was made up of two small bedrooms, an attic and 
a cooking, living room. After looking through the cottage and walking through 
the bush, we had lunch in the well kept grounds of Deans Bush. After lunch 
we left for the Christchurch Museum. 








PHONE PLP 607 


MORNING AND AFTERNOON TEAS 


MILK SHAKES 


ICE CREAMS 


LIGHT LUNCHES 
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We arrived at Breens Intermediate. Some people we re feeling worried about 
who they would be biileted out with. Some people really liked their billets and 
some did not. For instance, poor Junstine Marshall and Alan Gale ended up in a 
children’s home and for their tea they had a 1cm by 1cm chop and 1 ton of potato! 

We thought that we were going to have a social but we didn’t. It turned out 
to be a concert, which we enjoyed. Some of the plays were fairly good and the 
one-minute speeches were rather funny. 

On the first day of our trip we visited the Canterbury Museum. Most of us 
had been there before but to the others it was a new experience. Our study was 
concentrated on the 19th Century Street. We were all busily collecting information 
from the displays. When we finished (if we had finished!) we had a chance to 
look at something of our own choice. Everyone came out safely, we think! 


Day Two 

We left Breens Road and headed towards Lyttelton, through the tunnel. 
Lyttelton was the port where the early settlers arrived. They had to walk over 
the Bridle Path to get to Christchurch. We looked at some examples of old cottages 
built by the early settlers. On our way to Ferrymeade we stopped outside Mrs 
Hurst’s parents’ house. Mrs Coates, Mrs Duncan and Mr Wilson went inside 
to see Mrs Hurst and to give her some flowers. 

On our visit to Ferrymeade, the whole class swarmed around Mr McBeth (the 
guider) who gave us brief glimpses of the New Zealand of yesterday. There were 
many different fire engines, cars, trains, etc., which were developed in the 1800’s. 
Ferrymeade was a paradise of vehicles to clamber over, swing and jump on. 

We clambered on to the tram and rattled up the railway track, hoping that 
nothing would fall off on the way. Then the tram jerked to a stop and we stepped 
out into the miniature town. We observed the bakery, gaol, etc. And then we 
overran the Hall of Wheels. After very few breakages Mrs Duncan had had 
enough so we hopped back on the tram and made our way back to the bus. 

The bus trip home was sickening for some people because they had stuffed 
themselves full with fish and chips and fizzy. When we stopped at Ashburton lots 
jumped off and ran to the loo. We managed to arrive back at Pleasant Point in 
time for the buses. 

The two Form 1 classes would like to thank Mrs Coates, Mrs Duncan and 
Mr Wilson for the effort involved in taking us to Christchurch. We all enjoyed 
the trip very much. 


RAINCLIFF CAMP 

On the 4th of March Form 2 ventured into the wilderness of Raincliff Camp. 
During that morning we took a look at the Maori rock drawings and on the way 
back took a detour over Raincliff Station, returning in time for lunch. Maths 
problems were to be solved that afternoon, as well as getting ourselves organised 
for some group work. A variety of balloon games were held that evening, much 
to everybody’s amusement. 
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A bell was rung by Mr Wilson the next morning which was a signal for us to 
get up and go for a run. After breakfast we travelled up to Pioneer Park where 
we were to stay for the rest of the day with Mrs McFarlane on a science field day. 
Every afternoon we were allowed a free time in which we would do a variety of 
things. A disco was held that night with Mr Callow making a terrific D.J. 

Thursday morning was spent down at the river playing a survival game, in 
which we had to build a shelter, make a fire, cook an egg and a piece of toast, and 
find a water container. Sausages were cooked on the fires for morning tea. 
The afternoon was spent canoeing. We all had a good time, with many experts 
to help us. Most of us got the hang of it by the end of the afternoon. A concert 
was held that evening where many parents turned up to watch. 

Our final day at Raincliff was spent tidying up and finishing of group projects. 
The projects were marked to decide which group would win the group competition. 
Group five ran out the winners. 

Form 2 would like to thank Mrs Hurst, Mr Wilson and all the other teachers 
and parents involved for making our Raincliff Camp as enjoyable as it was. 


FOR 3 SKI-ING TRIP 

After no previous cancellations. Form 3.M.F., on August 6th, took to the cars 
for a day ski-ing. We headed for Round Hill. This was our reward for selling 
the most plastic bags on average. We were awarded $40 for a class trip, with each 
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of us paying a small amount extra. Mr Mansfield, Mr Gale and Mr MacFarlane 
kindly offered us transport. 

We arrived to white-out conditions, and the field was going to be closed. 
But before our eyes it cleared and it was a beautiful day. After several laughs 
everyone had managed to get their gear on. For most people it didn’t stay on long, 
for the first trip down the hill ended in a major pile-up! 

As the day progressed so did the ski-ing ability. Some people chose to come 
straight down, out of control! Half the class managed the big tow — congratulations 
to those who went up on their first day. Perhaps next time Mr MacFarlane will 
catch his chair for his ride up on the tow! Brett also went up but chose an easier 
way down — the snow-plough! Well done, Brett! Louise, Lynn and Noreen also 
created several laughs with their rather different ski-ing skills! 

Tired, snow-burnt people groaned their way home, nursing bruised arms and 
legs. Over-all everyone enjoyed a fantastic day ski-ing. Jenny Gale 

REEFTON 1980 

Under the guidance of three parents and four teachers the fifth form geography 
trip lasted from the 19th to the 26th of March, but with all the gear we had you 
would think we were going for a year. 

Our trip passed quickly with the usual laughter and screams. Lunch was 
enjoyed in the surroundings of Craigieburn Forest Park. After lunch we had a 
short talk from the park ranger. 

Before arriving at Reefton, we had two more stops — one at Arthur’s Pass 
museum and the other at Nelson Creek where the joys of a suspension bridge 
were experienced. 

About five o’clock we met home for the next week. Gear was unpacked into 
the appropriate place and soon the strong aromas of tea cooking were blowing 
out of the kitchen. 

Day one started enthusiastically after an unsuccessful night’s sleep. Activities 
were a visit to Black’s Point museum, a two-hour hike to Ajax mine, and a 
town survey. 

Monday saw one group hiking into Big River where they were to experience 
camp life at its best. The remaining group visited two farms, a sawmill and 
some forestry work in progress. 

Visits to an open-cast coal mine and to an underground one occupied most 
of Tuesday. The coal mines proved to be highly interesting with some very large 
machinery. Activities at Big River were mainly visiting mines and experiencing 
camp life. 

Back at Reefton, the showers were in demand to wash off three days’ dirt. 

The next day saw us heading home with plenty of stops along the way. 

This geography trip will surely be one to remember, and on behalf of the fifth 
form I would like to thank Mrs Duncan, Miss Levers, Mr Dowall, Mr Dossett, 
Mr Gale, Mr Smith and Mr Piper for giving us such a great time. 

SIXTH FORM SKI TRIP 

Blood, sweat and tears. This would probably best describe our ski trip to 
Mount Hutt. 
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This year’s Sixth Form are a mixed bunch of skiers. Generally skiers fall!! 
into three categories: 

(1) Those who have done a lot of ski-ing and own gear with “Caber”, “Nordica” 
and “Stefan” splashed over it. 

(2) Those who have been once or twice and have mastered snowploughs. 

(3) Those who think a Poma Lift is a new type of drug. 

Unfortunately for the instructors most of us fell into the third category. 

After a fast, bumpy ride up to the bottom of the road in an Atkinson and 
Dossett “Luxury” coach driven by Mr Wilson, most of us didn’t expect the road 
that we were confronted with that led to the ski field. However, after much deep 
breathing, gasping, and changing of underwear, we rounded the last bend and had 
our first look at the ski field. 

Under the guidance of Mr Duncan, Mr Wilson and several blonde, blue-eyed 
instructors with accents, we donned our boots and hit the slopes (“hit” being 
the operative word!). 

It was a beautiful day and a warm sun brightened many feelings of failure that 
some of us experienced, with 5-10 year old children with no poles ski-ing 
professionally down the slopes, spraying snow over the collapsed bodies of the 
learners. Unless one had tremendous self control a quick swipe with a pole across 
the children’s legs could well be excused as “they jolly well asked for it”. 

SIXTH FORM TRIP TO EREWHON 
After leaving school (hooray!) at about 9.30 a.m. and making the traditional 
detour to Lake Heron for lunch, we finally arrived at Erewhon. After dumping 
our gear in bunkhouses we undertook a safari to the river. It was many lost shoes 
and specimen-catching nets later when we arrived there. 


Chemical Services 

GOOD ADVICE SAVES YOU MONEY 

We back our Agricultural Chemical Sales with 30 
years experience in the field. 

We pride ourselves on our sound advice and service 
. . . helping to solve problems economically. 

Distributors of: 

PROVEN AGRICULTURAL CHEMICALS AND ANIMAL REMEDIES 
MITACHI CUT-OFF SAWS AND GRINDERS 

A & R. PUMPS AND SPRAYING EQUIPMENT 

For Service . . . Phone 525 Pleasant Point 

TERRY BROUGHTON and KIERAN COONEY 
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On our arrival back at the showers we found it would set us back 20 cents to 
have one. Those of us who were more thrifty (miserly?) washed filthy feet in 
the hand-basins. 

At tea time most decided not to brave the stuffy kitchen and had it in the 
“wilds”. At that stage not many knew that tomorrow’s lunch (belgium) had 
been half eaten by the local cat. 

We were woken up next morning (6.00 a.m.) to a dawn chorus in the boys’ 
shower. Over breakfast everyone discussed the ugly rumour that we might actually 
have to walk (climb) to the tree, miles in the distance. After lunch we split into 
two groups — the “mad” bunch; those who wished to go on — and those who 
were half (or all) dead. The “mad” group reached the bottom of little Mt Potts; 
the “dead” group returned to camp. Six of us, who could be termed totally 
insane, decided to let ourselves be dragged by Mr Piper up little Mt Potts to 
collect a few more weeds. 

That night a number of activities were undertaken, one of them being the 
teaching (by a seasoned card sharp) of pontoon to enthusiastic beginners. It was 
an early start next morning followed by a visit to Erewhon Station to view 
the river. Then,homeward bound! 

We would like to thank Mr Piper, Mr Duncan, Mr Jackson and also Mr and 
Mrs Feasey for their invaluable help in making this a most enjoyable trip. 

Christine Caldwell and Co ! ! 

P.S.: We hope your rock garden is flourishing, Mr Piper. 
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Creative Writing Contest 


Forms 1 and 2 

1st: Vicky Simpson — A Maths Test—or Is It? 
2nd: Vicky Pratt — A Fight 
3rd equal: Sharee Bell — Someone Has To Lose 
Joanne Maclean — Scorpion 


Forms 3 and 4 

1st: Kerry McIntosh — Stalk 

2nd: Belinda Taylor — Too Young to Understand 

3rd: Malcolm Maclean — SirBotch-up and the Dragon 

Form 5 to Form 7 

1st: Robyn Diamond — New Zealand Scene 
2nd: Sarah Feasey — New Zealand Landscape 


A MATHS TEST OR IS IT? 

Winner: Form 1 and 2 Vicky Simpson 

I didn’t want to wake up but the time had come. A maths test on the schedule 
today. I reached out, stopping the alarm’s endless ring. All that learning and 
frustration, I couldn’t remember a thing. Over those books I had been stewing 
and brewing: it seemed like that’s all I had been doing. _ 


DAVE ALLNUTT 

REGISTERED MASTER PLUMBER AND DRAINLAYER 
REGISTERED CRAFTSMAN 
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Commercial 

Flashings 
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What could I do? Stay away from school? I could say I had a fever, or I was 
ill, but I hadn’t sat sweating for hours and hours at a time just to stay away from 
school and miss that exam. 

I finally decided I would try my best. I will bear that horrible maths test. 
But believe or not when at last at school the news reaching my ears meant delight. 
I couldn’t believe it — wow — was it true! Teachers were all out on strike! 


A FIGHT 


Second: Form 1 and 2 

Two stallions, 

Fighting for their rights. 
Two stallions, 

For more mares they fight. 

They rear. 

They plunge, 

They kick, 

They lunge. 

At intervals. 

They hang their heads. 

For the sake of mares. 
They’ve boldly bled. 

Again they rise. 

Plunge, kick and fall, 

They challenge each other, 
With ear-piercing calls. 


V. Pratt 

They fight in blind fury. 

They then come away, 

Both like a taut rope. 

Beginning to fray. 

Bit by bit. 

They start to lay. 

Now the once high tails. 

Drag! 

Alack, alas. 

The grey one falls, 

At the bay’s mercy. 

He gives one last call. 


SOMEONE HAS TO LOSE 

Third equal: Form 1 and 2 Sharee Bell 

“Please, can we have the eleven year old girls at the starting line? All eleven 
year old girls at the starting line, please.” 

I walked up to the starting line. 

I thought to myself, “Why have I entered this? I don’t know, ’cause I even 
know that I can’t win.” 

“Go!” yelled the starter. I ran as fast as I could. I was last and I knew 
I would never be able to catch up with the others. 

The first person had run around the track once already and we only had one 
lap left to go. I passed the person in front of me, but I didn’t run fast enough 
so she passed me again. 

The crowd was cheering for the girl who had come over the line first. I still 
had half a lap left. I started to speed up. 

“Oh, what’s the use in speeding up!” 

I crossed the line in definite last place. My big brother came over and patted 
me on my back and said, “Never mind, it was a good run.” 

“Yeah.” 

“Look on the bright side. Someone has to lose,” my brother said. 
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SCORPION 

Third equal: Form 1 and 2 Joanne Maclean 

Down where the yellow plains lie. 

Where the sun beats down on the sands 
And at night the cold is unbearable. 

There is life, a busy and unconcerned creature. 

Small but yet significant. 

Feared by man and beast alike. 

He is read in the stars 
And seen on the sands. 

His name is scorpion. 

But many call him danger. 

Scorpion the night lover. 

Scorpion the killer. 

Scorpion the feared. 

Weird and wonderful scorpion. 

The one about whom many tales are told. 

Legends as old as time describe him. 

People have known him for a million years. 

People have feared and worshipped him for longer still. 
Down where the yellow plains lie. 

There is a creature whom many call danger. 


- Snowline 

Food Bar- 

MAIN ROAD 

PLEASANT POINT 

PHONE 555 SHOP 8 IN THE COMPLEX 

HOT DOGS 

STEAK AND ONION ROLLS 

MEAT TREATS 

ROTISSERIED CHICKENS 

SAUSAGES 

PINEAPPLE RINGS 

HAMBURGERS A SPECIALTY 

CURRY ROLLS 

FISH 'N' CHIPS 

HOT DOUGHNUTS 

Wednesday 12-1.30 4.30-7.30 

SCALLOPS 

Thursday 12-1.30 4.30-7.30 

CONFECTIONERY 

Friday 12-1.30 4.30-9.00 

Saturday 12-1.30 4.30-8.30 

CREAM DOUGHNUTS 

Sunday and Stat. Hoi. 4.30-7.30 

Proprietors: LYN and ROSS BALLANTYNE 
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STALK 


First place: Form 3 and 4 K. McIntosh 

Like a coil of hidden energy he stalked the bush. 

Lithely snaking through the foliage. 

The happy playful deer unaware of impending carnage. 

Clawed paws tensed, he froze. 

Again the head lowered. 

Nothing betrays him, no rustle or bush nor crack of twig. 

His supple body bends and twists flowing liquidly like water 
around the trees. 

Fangs protrude and saliva drips to the dank ground. 

The muscular striped body crouches. 

A posture of concentration. 

Legs like huge pistons. Push!! Front legs like elastic stretch. 
Poetry in motion. 

A brown flash 
the tiger grasps 
empty air. 


TOO YOUNG TO UNDERSTAND 

Second place: Form 3 and 4 Belinda Inkster 

The little girl called to her cat — 

Which was a sprawled heap in the middle of the road. 

“Moma,” she cried, “Why won’t Tiger come to me.” 

The child’s mother looked out of the kitchen window — 

Where her daughter’s one pet lay crushed on the tarseal. 

“Moma, Moma, where are you, come and call Tiger with me.” 

“Oh Sally my dear. Tiger is not going to answer your calls.” 

The little girl didn’t understand. 

“But Moma, I want Tiger here with me now.” 

“I want to play with him Moma” she cried. 

Tears trickled down the little girl’s cheeks. 

“Why won’t he come, why won’t he come to me?” 

The little girl’s mother found it hard to explain to her child — 

Just where had the cat gone in non-hurting terms. 

“He has gone into another world, dear,” her mother said quietly. 

“Well, I’m going to go and get him and make him come back,” Sally yelled. 
The little girl ran across the grass out on to the road. 

Despite her mother’s calls to make her come back. 

There was a screeching of brakes and a faint shriek. 

The little girl had joined her cat — 

Now both in a world no one really understands. 
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SIR BOTCHUP AND THE DRAGON 


Third place: Form 3 and 4 

Sir Botchup went to fight the dragon; 
he was dressed in battle red: 
his horse had come down with foot- 
in-mouth 

so he carried it instead. 

He finally arrived at the hillside 
where the dragon’s lair it was. 

But suddenly it was tea time, 
so he had some jam and scones. 

Horribly the dragon roared, 
caught Sir Botchup without a scone. 
He quickly looked around in vain, 
but alas, his horse had gone. 


First place: Senior 
Rain dripping off the end of my coat 
hood, 

through my hair 
down my neck. 

Hands white and tinged with blue 
knuckles stiff 
fingers immobile. 

Feet like heavy bricks in gumboots 

pinched with cold 

Trudging through mud and slush 


Malcolm Maclean 

The dragon tore out of his lair 
but steeped in the jam and scones: 
he slipped, he fell, he blundered, 
straight into the village pond. 

Well, Sir Botchup soon came down the 
hill 

And saw the dragon dead. 

“It was not me who killed him 
but a bit of jam,” he said. 


Robyn Diamond 

Finally reaching feeble, wet mucous- 
covered lamb, 
abandoned. 

Another lamb for a new mother 
But first, to catch her: 

More sliding in mud and slush 
It’s these times f wonder, 
where are the fluffy lambs, 
frolicking gaily in straw 
that we see in photographs? 


Second place: Senior Sarah Feasey 

Oh the best in the world 

— so they say 

so many contrasts 

across the bay, over the rooftops and plains, on to Hutt 
those are the snaps we ignore 

— they take 

they like the lambs and daffodils; 
funny; lambs don’t look that clean; 
daffodils in perfect bloom? 

What we 
and they see 

seems quite different to me. 
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Creative Writing 


TOGETHER 


Joanne Wilson 


They stood oil the old wooden bridge. 

In the thicket. 

Surrounded by ferns and trees. 

The brook babbled making 
music with the chirping fantails. 

His strong tanned arm embraced 
her dainty little waist. 

She put her delicate hands upon his chest 

His lips moved as they tried to tell her his innermost thoughts. 

But, alas, he could not explain himself. 

She hung her head — 

her golden locks cascading on to her breasts, 

covering her white satin dress. 

She pushed herself away from his embrace. 

She turned, slowly, — gracefully, closing her beautiful eyes. 
He reached out, holding her slender wrists 
silently she stood — tear drops 
glistening on her snowy cheeks. 

He brought her closer, 
lovingly fondling her hair. 

She looked up — her face upturned 
He bent his head slowly, 
reaching down, he kissed her, 
affectionately placing his lips on hers. 

Reunited again. 


THE HOLIDAYS 

Sandra Jessep 

The sun shining through the crack in the curtains gives me enough light to 
lean over and see what time it is by my watch. 

“OH!! NO!!” I yell, as I look at the time. “It’s half past eight!!” I jump out 
of bed and rush over to my sister. 

“COME ON,” I said, “or we’re going to be terribly late for school.” 

“Oh!! SHUT UP!” she yelled back at me. “If you want to go to school today, 
then you can — but I’m certainly not.” 

Then I suddenly realised — “There’s no school today — it’s the holidays — 
three blissful weeks of relexation! 
laziness!! 
no homework!! 

no pressure on overworked brains! 
no sore hands from writing!! 

Oh! NEAT!! — ” 

I said as I climbed back into bed, to snuggle down into the blankets . . . 

“THIS IS THE LIFE!” 
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HOLOCAUST 


Robyn Diamond 


1940’s 

Through the black years of suffering 
Bloomed like a black rose 
the fear of an army, 

A Reich, 

of what it stood for — 

Dying Pain. 

When it ended 

they said it wouldn’t happen again. 

1970’s 

Through the years of suffering 
Grew the experimental plant. 

Gentle Vietnam died 
Seeping waters choked 
the educated — 

Dying Pain 
Now nothing 
Didn’t they say it wouldn’t happen again. 


SPRING 


Sheryll Hart 

Buds, flowers, lambs, signs of new life 
Depressing that innocence and purity. 

The world is polluted with evil and misery 
The old are cynical and full of pity for the young. 

Young are born to be corrupted. 

Will there be no end to this hopelessness. 


MORNING 

Brent Fagan 

It’s the unearthly hour of seven thirty in the morning as we creep outside to go 
round the sheep first thing. The sky is clear and the air is crisp, with a slight breeze 
blowing the chilling, frosty air straight through to the marrow of our bones. 
So far we’ve managed to dry out from the warm comfort of our beds, get dressed 
and have breakfast. It s always hard to get out and moving in the mornings, 
especially after a long cold night. 

We walk out to the shed with our hands clenched in our pockets, keeping out 
the icy west wind. 

The sun soon comes out and puts life into the dead of the morning. The sheep 
stir slowly as we move quietly through them. The birds awaken more and kick 
up a morning din as the sun warms everything. The wind has lost its bitterness, 
and the air has stopped steaming as we breathe. The morning passes and* 
turns into a brilliant new day. 
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ONE MORE DAY 


Beth 

It is the 24th century AD. The time and date are meaningless. Come to think 
of it, everything is meaningless. For we shall die anyway and then there’ll be 
nobody. Not just on this island but in the whole world there’ll be nobody. 
It will be just an empty, dead planet. The animals are dying too. In fact 
everything — the birds, the dogs, cows, sheep, horses and even the plants are dying. 

Last night Jamie died, so now there are nine of us. It’s not worth giving our 
names for what good will it do us? We will die anyway. It’s this long, slow 
waiting whic his so terrible. I daren’t shoot myself in case I don’t die straight away. 

Today there are seven of us. I can’t bear to look at the others. They have 
become hideous monsters. Even the once beautiful Jenna is ugly. The air, the 
water, the grass, the trees; there is nowhere to escape the radiation. 

It couldn’t have been more than a year ago when the first nuclear bomb was 
dropped. After that they dropped in their hundreds. The world is not as it was 
400 years ago. Now all the continents are one with a few small islands here and 
there, upon one of which we are now spending our last few days. 

Six of us now remain. Toni — the scientist — has disappeared. 

Toni came back last night. He has some papers with him. 

Now there are five of us. Toni has read the papers. He says that on them is 
written a cure for radiation! Now that we have a chance for survival we have 
become more active. Walking, looking and searching for plants and shrubs which 
may still be alive. 

Today we mixed the plants together as instructed. 

We must wait three more days for the mixture to strengthen, yet any moment 
one of us could die. To be so close, so close to life and yet to lose it. I can’t 
bear the waiting. 

I don’t feel so well today — not that I’ve felt well for months. But I can’t 
seem to move so easily, my muscles ache and my head pounds. Still there’s only 
two days to go. 

I can hardly move today, my skin burns and my throat aches, yet to drink 
now would only finish me instantly. Tomorrow . Yes I must wait till tomorrow, 
then I will li. 

32 STEPS TO MURDER Julie Dixon 

It was Wednesday 10th, half past 11 as I slowly started to climb the 32 steps 
of fear, not knowing what lay ahead. 

As I climbed I counted every step trying to make it take me all day — for at 
the top of the stairs is the room of doom and the dreaded dentist — commonly 
known as “The Murderer’’. 

Finally I reached the top and dragged myself to the door of the waiting room, 
fell into a chair and stared around me. Luck was in. Donald Duck comics lay 
on the magazine table. 

Footsteps came and went — I couldn’t concentrate on old Donald. The tension 
was so tight, 1 was expecting something to snap. 

Finally the spritely steps came my way. I shrank into my chair. She called 
so sweetly, “Oh will you come this way?” 

I tried to get out of my chair but 1 kind of felt glued in. 

Why, oh why, did we have to have teeth? 
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I made my way to the chair. It was quite comfortable really, but man, the gear 
around it was forbidding. He — the dentist — was very cheerful. How I hate it. 

“Open wide,” he said. My jaw wouldn’t move. He prised it open with long 
fingers attached to hands, which, in turn, were attached to long hairy, muscular 
arms. Boy, they looked enormous. He looked around my mouth and only one 
filling needed. 

Horrors of horrors! Here comes the needle for a “painless” injection — 
painless be hanged. I nearly went through the roof. How it hurt! 

Next came the buzzer, seeming more like a pneumatic drill digging up the road. 
(A quick glance at the clock showed only a minute drilling.) 

Now the filling, not too bad; a quick polish up and, see you in six months. 
It was all over and I hope the next six months go really slow. 

COMMANDO 

David Armstrong 

The low slung Opel pulled out from the kerb, its engine barely ticking over. 
Suddenly a savage grating rattle rent the air. Metal, wood and flesh all became 
one as the wicked little slugs bit deep through the car. Now nothing moved, 
it was over. 

June 1984, the assassination of Mr Muldoon had come as a shock. The way 
was open for civil war. There was only one way out — a commando raid. 
The killer must be found. 

There was one man and one man only for the job. He was cool, dark and dim. 
Yes, Fred Dagg was the best the country had. If any one man could locate the 
killer he could do it. He was highly trained and very resourceful. Yes, Fred was 
the man, he must succeed. 

After many months of work he decided that the killers must live in a garden 
near where the crime was committed. 

So, on the 23rd of May 1986, a team of experts closed in on the garden, and 
sure enough hiding beneath a lettuce they found and destroyed the murderers. 

Now New Zealand is back to a blissful calm. Fred Dagg is just Fred Dagg, 
the sun is shining and three deadly little slugs are preserved in a jar in Parliament 
Buildings. Peace is restored. The only sad part is the death of Mr Muldoon and 
the other three little slugs. 


MY FIRST SOLO TRIP 

James Bettridge 

It was only half a week away now, the school holidays, a break away from 
school, teachers, homework and strict rules. These holidays were going to be 
different from those in the past. I was going to go to Gore where my uncle has 
a farm. It would also be my first time I had been so far away from home by myself. 
We lived in the city of Timaru. It was over 500 kilometres to Gore from Timaru. 
It was going to be a test. My first solo trip away in a bus. 

I jingled whenever I thought of the possibility of staying on a farm. Riding 
motor bikes, horses or feeding out for cattle and sheep. It was all fun for city 
and country kids alike. My tickets for the trip were already booked to and 
from Gore. I just couldn’t wait . . . 
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The night before the great event my thoughts about everything had changed. 
Instead of thinking about all the good points of my trip I could only think of the 
bad points. I wouldn’t have anyone to look after me. It would be a long trip all 
by myself. It was all so frightening. But I kept telling myself that I was a big boy 
now. I was seven years old. 

In the morning I was not better. I didn’t feel like eating anything. My bus 
left at 11.30. That gave me three and a half hours to wait and go over it in my 
mind again. My bags were packed and in the car, ready to be taken to the railway 
station, where along with me they would be put on the bus and sent south. 
Before then there was nothing to do except read a comic for three hours. 

At last we went out to the car and headed towards the railway station. 
We arrived at the railway station at 11 o’clock. It was very confusing with all the 
people milling around, running in and out of the buses, cars and the terminal. 
Everything seemed to be spinning around in circles. It was making me very dizzy 
and sick. My Mum packed me and my baggage on to the bus. My seat was 
beside the window. Just before we left my Mum asked an old man who was also 
going to Gore if he would look after me. 

That hurt. “I am a big boy now,” I thought. Then the old man got on the 
bus and sat beside me. He smiled again. Then the bus driver got on, looked to 
see if everyone was on board, then started the bus and we began our long 
journey to Gore. 

Before we had gone ten kilometres from Timaru I had noticed how much 
more you can see from a bus than your car when travelling by car. I was made 
uneasy when the driver turned down a side street in Pareora. The driver drove 
along more back streets before he stopped outside a small store. Then I thought 
we were going to have our first meal stop. Instead the driver got out, dropped off 
a parcel on the doorstep of the shop, then got into his seat once again. We turned 
on to the the main road and we were headed south again. At that moment 
I remembered the sweets my mother had given me. I offered the old man some. 
Then we got talking. In fact we were talking all the way to Oamaru when our 
driver interrupted us as he said, “We are stopping at Oamaru for lunch. 
You will have half an hour and we will leave sharp.” 

I began to shake and sweat. This was what I had dreaded most of the trip, 
having lunch. I was afraid if I got out of the bus I would miss it and be stranded 
there. So 1 had my Mum pack me some lunch that I could eat on the bus. 
The old man stayed with me on the bus. After our driver had let everyone who 
wanted to have lunch get off he started to move our bus. I began to panic slightly, 
but the old man didn’t. He knew what was going on. The driver stopped outside 
the Oamaru bus depot. We were only going to drop off some parcels. Meanwhile 
the old man had finished his lunch and I hadn’t even started mine because I was 
too busy watching where we were going in case I got lost. In another five minutes 
we were out of Oamaru and cruising on the road towards Dunedin. 

At Oamaru some passengers had got off. That meant we had about a dozen 
spare seats and every so often we made a stop to pick up more passengers. 

Where the road runs parallel to the sea south of Palmerston, the beach is called 
Katiki Beach. Here was one of my biggest surprises yet. Our bus driver noticed 
another bus coming towards us and he swerved wildly into the shingle on the side 
of the road. The other driver, seeing us do this, did likewise and stopped opposite. 
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The drivers got out and went to each other’s bus, got in and continued in the 
direction the bus was facing. My friend told me they did this so as they can 
return home. 

For the rest of the trip to Dunedin I simply admired the farmland and houses. 

At Dunedin I expected to eat my meal as I had done in Oamaru, but our 
latest driver ordered us off so our luggage could be transferred to another bus. 
As I got off, I had a look at the number of the bus, then I realised it wouldn’t 
help me any. When it was time to board our new bus I froze in my tracks. 
There were three buses bound for Gore. What would happen if I got on one bus 
and my bags were on the other one? Between us we sorted out which one it was. 
Shortly we were moving towards Gore. 

From now on it was dark and we had our lights on. I thought it was a good 
time for a well deserved nap. 

I awoke with a start. The old man was shaking me. “We are here now,” 
he said in a gentle voice. As the bus stopped at the station I saw my aunty standing 
outside. I jumped out the door, got my bags and went and thanked the old man, 
then ran to meet my aunty. “You are a big boy now,” she said. “No I’m not,” 
I said with a laugh. 


TOM AND TIM 

J. Rowley 

Hi, my name is Tim, and my mate here is Tom. We were once nice little guys, 
with a brown body about 25cm long. We were really good looking too, that is 
until that dreadful day when it all happened. 

We were sitting on a shelf with all our friends, looking all smug and neat, when 
what would come into the shop, but a squawking little brat of a kid of about six, 
being half dragged by her mother. We shuddered and hoped that she wouldn’t 
notice us. The kid tried on several of my friends, but none of them fitted. 
Then to our horror she pointed to Tom and me and said, “What a lovely pair of 
shoes, could I try them?” 

So to cut a long story short, we were soon marching down the street. As it 
happened it was raining, so boy, we were soaked by the time we got home, then 
we were just chucked in a big cupboard full of mean, nasty shoes. We were 
really terrified. 

We were there for a while, drying up and going ail cracked, when Lucy, as her 
name turned out to be, took us to the fair. Yuk, it was horrible. We walked over 
mushy, half-eaten sandwiches, dropped ice-creams, sticky lollies: you name it, 
v/e walked on it. By the time we got home we were feeling quite ill. 

We had lots of disastrous visits like that but the worst one of all was a visit to 
a farm. Now a farm is a shoe’s worst enemy. We had heard about them from 
our friends. They were horrible experiences and we hoped it would never happen 
to us. But it did. We arrived at the farm all too soon, our laces too shaking 
with fright. The first thing we did was get marched straight through a filthy puddle. 
I don’t know about Tom but I was feeling rather wet and miserable. Then we 
v/alked through a poohy hen house, then trudged through mud, then it came; 
splosh, straight through some cow plop. Yuk! It stunk and it covered us all over. 
It never did all come off us, as we weren’t cleaned, just chucked under a bed. 

Two years have passed now. I haven’t seen Tom. We parted when we were 
chucked in a rubbish dump. I am now the home of quite a large family of mice. 
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SNOW 


Illeana Wood 


Falling softly to the ground 
All so silent not a sound 
Treading footprints where we go 
Santa’s coming ho! ho! ho! 
Sleeping slippery silent snow. 


MY SISTER 


Raewyn Guthrie 

Sometimes my sister is shy. 

Sometimes my sister is sly. 

Sometimes she is gentle 
Sometimes she is mean. 

But I like her very much. 

And I can hate her just as much too. 

But there’s something in my mind 
Which says she’s loving. 

We have our moments and sometimes we don’t 
She has her turf and I have mine. 

She makes me happy, she makes me mad. 

But I like it better when she makes me glad. 

She’s very proud of herself when she looks her best 
And she never wants to make a mess. 


THE WORST EXPERIENCE OF THE HOLIDAYS 


Work, dirt 
Garage finally tidy 
Filthy clothes, tired girls 
Trousers into wash machine 
Soak the jerseys in the tub 
Flop into the nearest chair. 


Christine Caldwell 

Later, 

Check on the washing machine 
Slop, slop, horrors, water 
Everywhere. Why us? Why now? 
An hour later — exhausted. 
Flop into bed — almost dead. 


THE WORST EXPERIENCE OF THE HOLIDAYS 

Anonymous 

This occurred when my Gran dropped in with her usual truckload of goodies. 
1 was forced to cart in these groceries and pack them in the kitchen. But alas, this 
is not the horrific experience of which I write. 

The indescribably tortuous scene happens around tea time when Gran is firmly 
wedged behind the table. Once she attains the eating position she proceeds to 
fork shovelfuls of weight-watcher edibles into her well-oiled eating apparatus. 
This scene is beyond written description as Gran attempts to speak and eat at the 
same time, so for the benefit of the reader I will not attempt to. As she gulps down 
her last chomp I sit playing with my food unable for some reason to swallow 
a mouthful. 
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Lynn Diamond 


LIFE AND DEATH 

As he took off 

From the cliff’s edge 

He swirled, dived and glided 

Where the wind’s currents carried him, 

He thought of his life, 

His life as a seagull, 

That marvellous thing called flight 
And what it had given him. 

How he loved to fly. 

Then as he glided over on to the land 
Feathers ruffling in the wind, 

“BANG” went a shotgun. 

And quick as a flash 
Life was taken. 

Taken so violently from that seagull. 
And as he landed on the grass 
“Dead” with a bullet in him. 

His soul drifted to heaven 
In the wind’s currents. 


KIDS’ STUFF 


Joanne Wilson 

Kids’ stuff! — Just kids’ stuff. 

I feel like a primary kid, 
writing kids’ stuff. 

How degrading — I MEAN — how degrading — 
expecting us (a class) — ME (a fourth former) 
to write about something the standard kids do. 

But now: 

I guess form one and two’s write about what they did 
in the school holidays. 

Come to think of it, third formers do too — so — 
why not fourth formers as well! 

But — 

I’ve solved the problem. 

I’ve written what I had to: 

Good! 


HAIKU 

Wrinkles appear while 
I sit in the sun rocking. 
Helplessness surrounds. 

Sun is shining now. 

But in not so many hours. 
Darkness, fear, HORROR. 


Virginia Ryan 
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YOU AND ME: A FAILURE 

Why are we like this? 

Why does the human being go through life bickering and fighting over stupid 
things. I do it myself. 

Is it such a common trait that we have to form opinions from it, of other people 
when they really are not showing their best side. 

Everywhere you look, people are trying to be “tough,” trying to outdo or 
outshine each other — in school, in the bus, on the streets. 

What human failure is it that makes everybody fight? It isn’t pleasant. 
People’s faces contorted and twisted in anger; fists clenched, ready for the attack. 
It is not desirable or attractive in any way. 

What has happened to our self-esteem, self-respect or whatever else it may be 
called. Has evolution slowly but effectively wiped this trait from our make-up. 

Has God planned it that way? That eventually “D” day will end with everyone 
arguing over petty things. No! Of course not. You and I both know that. 

So why the failure. Is it necessary for our survival on this planet or is it just 
plain old, down-to-earth pride? Are you proud when you fight? How do you know 
You’re probably so emotionally taut with anger you can’t think. 

Can you call it pride when governments have disagreements and go to war? 
In the process maybe thousands of men, women and children are killed or injured 
over another man’s disagreement. Pride doesn’t fit into it when war is the result. 
War and pride, pride and war — these do not mix. This human failure, when it 
grows out of all proportion, can be disastrous and even fatal. 

So why not — starting with yourself, set the example — try to be nice (it may 
even be contagious) when someone is arguing or being nasty. 

Don’t fight back. It isn’t worth it. 

Try it some time! 


THE WIND 

Whistling all the while. 
Through the branches of 
The wind moves gently. 


Carmel Dossett 

the trees. 


RETURN? 

I suppose so 

To get more qualifications. 
Qualifications for what? 

To go on the Dole? 

“Lazy Bums! — 
they get it easy. 

Easy than we had!” 

Easy! 

God! How I wish 
That it was that 


Lynne Chisholm 

Easy! 

To return 
or add to the 
Unemployment? 

We can’t keep 
returning!! 

It’s not much to ask 
Is it? 

Give us a chance. 
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NATURE John Manson 

In Nature 

There is lots 
to enjoy. 

Like trees swaying in 
the wind, 

Clouds covering 
The blue sky 
with 

Birds flying in 
the air. 

Frisky lambs 

Bouncing around, 

The flowers. 

The animals. 

The green grass. 

The bees 

Searching the flowers 
for nectar 

to make honey. 

The rain. 

The snow. 

The sunshine. 

The wind. 

Are all part of Nature. 

Nature surrounds us 
In every way. 

Mother Nature has done a lot 
For us to enjoy 
So let’s enjoy it. 

Not throw it around. 

Leave animals alone, 

And leave 
The plants 
In the ground. 


TWILIGHT TIME 


Margot Barrett 


Alive is the night I always say. 

When the moon brightly shines 
and the stars twinkle. 

The clear crystal water flows on. 
Never stumbling out of rhythm. 

The glow worms give of their light. 
Like a cluster of diamonds. 

Yet there is no sound. 

In the stillness you can believe 
In the unearthly creatures. 


Fairies and gnomes. 

And you know, within yourself 
You can hear their music and laughter. 
Then suddenly it all ends. 

The magic has finished. 

The dawn breaks clear. 

But the twilight time, 

Will soon draw near, 

Again. 
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KILLING TIME 


Sarah Feasey 


Wandering around 
Window shopping 
A hot summer rain falling 
Makes musty smells 
Tarseal warm and wet 
Walking in bare feet 
No more blisters. 

Doesn’t matter 


Too tired 
Stop for a bite 

— have a long cup of coffee 
that lasts 

and lasts 

Time to move on 

— again. 


POEMS Basil Dossett 

I hate poems 
I hate poems! 

They’re always about 

queer things, mad things, sad things, 

unreal things, colourful things, nonsense things, 

sissy things, music things, dreadful things, soppy things 

No one’s written a decent poem yet. 

Any one can make a poem about love, 
a poem about animals, a poem about Martians, a poem about 
the other kind 

But why can’t anyone write a poem about — 
a poem! 


Beth 

I’d had a horrible dream that night. Now I stop to think about it, it was the 
same dream I’d had not long before Mum and Dad died. 

When I woke up I was freezing cold and could remember only parts of it. 
Snow, I can remember lots of snow and something about falling, falling and falling 
as if I’d never stop. Only this time I did stop and Mum and Dad and Ken were 
there looking after me and then they got up and started to walk away. I can 
remember something about a line. A line which I couldn’t pass. I had to stop but 
I didn’t want to. I wanted to go with Mum, Dad and Ken but I was sliding 
further away from them. I struggled trying to get to them, but the more I struggled 
the further I slipped, then something happened and l woke up. 

The sun was shining through the window and it was 8.00. I quickly got dressed 
and we were at the place which the trip started. 

All went well and I slowly dispensed with my fears caused by the dream. 
When we stopped at Pine Creek for lunch Connie and I were sent to mark a trail 
for the return trip as the sun had started melting the snow and it was too risky 
to ski over it. 

After about one and a half miles we were ski-ing over some bumpy snow when 
Connie tripped. Connie was a nurse and after a look at her ankle decided it was 
sprained. I wanted to wait with her but she protested that the others would soon 
be along and since they had the first-aid kit they’d be able to help her better. 


45 


So against my better judgment I left her to continue marking the trail with 
small blue ribbons. I was busy thinking about Connie and I didn’t see the six-foot 
drop straight ahead. 

I wasn’t hurt by the fall but as I fell I’d dislodged some rocks which brought 
tons of snow down on me. I was nearly crushed by the weight and could hardly 
breathe. I must have lain there for hours trying to wriggle my fingers and toes 
and trying to stop from dozing off . I’d hated winter ever since Mum and Dad’s 
death, and Ken’s death had only made the hatred grow. I’d hated winter because 
winter brought the snow and cold and it had killed my family and now it was 
trying to kill me. 

I slowly lost consciousness and Mum and Dad and Ken were all there beckoning 
to me, but that line was there and I couldn’t pass it. 

“Mum, Dad, wait for me, Ken please wait. I’m coming, coming as fast as I can.” 
But even as I watched the shook their heads sadly and disappeared. I began to 
cry and then to kick and scream angrily. They’d left me, left me to die alone. 
Slowly I stopped screaming and kicking and listened. I could hear voices calling 
my name, but I didn’t want to answer. I’d rather stay with my family I decided 
as they drew closer. Slowly Mum, Dad and Ken appeared again, and this time 
there was no line, no barrier between us. Once again we were together, united 
as a family, and the voices died away. 


HOW TO SURVIVE YOUR FIRST YEAR IN A HIGH SCHOOL 

Joanne Maclean, ID 

The following is a guide on how to keep your head above the water in your 
first year in a High School. This is classified as top secret. The following 
information is allowed to be read only by Std 4’s. 

To survive on your first year in High School you have to have a well organised, 
failproof plan. So get out a piece of paper and list the following. 

First of all you must have a motto. And strictly speaking make sure you stick 
to it. You may want to make your motto up. But for those who don’t, here is 
a very favourable one. 


Bring them an apple a day, 
and keep out of grouchy teachers’ way. 

If you stick by that motto almost half of your problems are solved. 

Almost all teachers will understand your plight and will be helpful and kind. 
But for goodness sakes don’t slack on the last term of the year. For on that term 
teachers are extra jumpy and if you make a mistake watch out! 

* If a bully tries to pick on you, don’t take any notice and if he (or she) insists 
on provoking you don’t worry: tell your form teacher and she will fix everything. 

First of all list the names of teachers. Then starting at the top work down. 
For instance beside each put a tick or a cross and the ticks are for the ones that 
you know like you. And the crosses are the ones you are not quite sure of. 
When you’ve made your list work on all the crossed teachers until you like all 
of them. 

This is only a small part of what you need to know on your first year in a 
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High School. But it will give you a small hand in getting to know teachers and 
their small oddities. So always remember — don’t ever let them catch you 
unawares. And always keep smiling. 

[* The mention of bullying occurs again and again in Form 1 writing. There is 
probably a message here for older students — and parents. Ed.] 

HOW TO SURVIVE YOUR FIRST YEAR IN A HIGH SCHOOL 

Your first week should be easy. You’ll probably be let off for most of your 
crimes, because it’s the first time you’ve been in High School. 

But then you have to take things more cautiously. I suggest that you watch 
when other children get into trouble. See just how far you can push your luck. 

Keep your socks up when you are in danger zone (the building end of the school 
field). As you will find out a certain teacher will pound you with “Socks up!” 
all day long. 

I suggest that if you think you’re going to be naughty, get some practise at line 
writing and taking the infliction of painful injuries to the palm of your hand. 

Unless you go to school by a common route you shouldn’t have to worry about 
wearing blazers. That is unless some of the teachers are checking up about them. 

And you will find out you can often get away without doing your maths 
homework. But I suggest you don’t do that unless you can think up a good lie 
when your parents see your report. 

Here is a motto for you: 

Don't push your luck too jar or wack 

Ian MacFarlane, ID 


LONELINESS 

Carmel Dossett 

Sitting by myself. 

Filled with depression and fear. 

Alone in the world. 

NOTICE ! 

This year has seen a change around the school — a new and revolutionary 
fashion! Up until now it has only been recognised by two 5th Form girls but 
they are confident that the idea will catch on. 

Silently and often unnoticed, these girls have trekked from the heart of B block 
to the heights of the hall, from the lowlands of A block to the wilderness of Pl. 

Yes — the new fashion is baggy pantihose. 

Many girls have tried to start fashions of holey pantihose, weirdly coloured 
pantihose, even spotted pantihose, but these two creative girls have started the 
fashion which is likely to become worldwide. 

Despite mocking, jeering and amid laughter, these girls have continued their 
baggy pantihose campaign. 

For those of you who are considering venturing into the world of fashion we 
would like to advise that this is a definite step forward and we wish you the best 
of luck! 
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(Signed) “Legs” 


Sports Review 

SWIMMING 

Cold , damp conditions marred the day a little , but although no records were 
broken, competition was keen and a good number of parents witnessed exciting 
races. 

Champions: 

FI-2: Girls: Rachel Dunbar 1st, Justine Broughton/Joanne Wilson 2nd equal. 

Boys: Mark Taylor 1, Grant Sugrue 2, Kevin Brady 3. 

F3-4: Girls: Tracey Healy 1, Virginia McPherson 2, Lynne Moyle/Sandra 
Jessop/Sue Malcolm 3. 

Boys: Kenny Palmer 1, Garth Pomroy 2, Richard Wilson/Michael Houston 3. 
F4-7: Girls: Suzette Walsh 1, Allison Dowall/Sue Boake 2 equal. 

Boys: Rick LeLievre 1, Simon Taylor 2, Kevin Casey 3. 

Diving: 

FI-2: Kevin Brady 1, Jeff Bailey 2, Chris Sutcliffe 3. 

F3-4: Linda Muir 1, Gretchen Coulter 2, Richard Wilson 3. 

F5-7: Struan Sullivan 1, Stephen Cummings 2. 

ATHLETICS 

The School’s athletics meeting was again organised by Mr R. Macfarlane, the 
weather being kind enough to enable the programme to go ahead. The meeting 
went very smoothly with the following major results:— 

Under 12^ Champion: Girls: A. Turpie Boys: I. Macfarlane 

Under 14 Champion: Girls: P. Gardiner Boys: M. Crawford 

Junior Champion Girls: G. Coulter Boys: G. Pomroy 

Senior Champion: Girls: M. Moran Boys: M. Pead and D. Mitchell 

The Country School Athletics held at Temuka produced 19 first places, 19 
second places and 17 third places. Best results were Garth Pomroy 2 firsts and 1 
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third; Brent Fagan, a first, a second and a third; Maria Moran, 3 firsts; Anne 
Turpie, 3 firsts; and Rachael Macpherson 2 seconds and a third. 

At the Mid and South Canterbury Athletics held in Timaru the following 
results were achieved:— 

Maria Morgan: 2 firsts Murray Crawford: 1 second 

Brent Fagan: 1 first and 1 second Stephen Ryan: 1 third 

Garth Pomroy: 1 first and 1 third Lynn Mansfield: 1 third 

Andrea Scott: 1 third Under 15 Girls: second in relay 

Ten pupils went with Mr Wilson to the South Island meeting held in Balclutha 
and performed very well indeed, winning the following places:— 

Brent Fagan: 1st Under 14 Discus (37m, close to record) 

Maria Moran: 1st 800 metres (record time), 1st 1500 metres 
Andrea Scott: 2nd Under 15^ Javelin 
Garth Pomroy: 3rd Under 15 High Jump 

Inter-house CROSS-COUNTRY 

Yellow House narrowly won the school championships. The results were:— 
Yellow 330 Blue 319 Red 267 Green 263 

Individual honours went to Maria Moran (Senior Girls), David Mitchell (Senior 
Boys), Julie Dixon (Intermediate Girls), Garth Pomroy (Intermediate Boys), 
Lara Pomroy (Junior Girls), Karl Roberts (Junior Boys). 

Inter-school 

A successful season for the teams competing in the inter-school runs was 
expanded by three good performances. 

At Raincliff during the Mid-South Canterbury Championships the teams ran 
with determination and enjoyed the competition. The highlight of the day was 
another sterling race by Maria Moran. She comfortably won individual honours 
among the senior girls. The junior girls’ team was also well placed at third. 

The junior girls’ team, coached by Maria, entered the Canterbury Inter- 
Secondary Schools Championship in Christchurch. While placed ninth out of 
29 teams they were the highest placed country school team. The team members 
were: Ann Turpie, Leanne Jessep, Sandra Jessp, Lara Pomroy and Noreen 
Armstrong. 

Hot north-westerly conditions prevailed during the South Canterbury Primary 
Schools Championships in which the Form 1 and 2 teams competed. The boys 
ran hard, though placed well back from the eventual winner. The girls’ champion¬ 
ship was won by our team which ran a very good race with all members being 
well placed. The team was: Natasha Coulter, Ann Turpie, Lara Pomroy, 
Joanne Wilson, Pam Doake and Tracey Risk. 

Senior A NETBALL 

The senior netball A team were a good spirited group who enjoyed all their 
games this season, regardless of whether they won or not. 

The season began well with two wins over Fairlie and Twizel but the team 
was defeated by Methven and Temuka. 

The team were: Lynne Mansfield, Anthea Lyon, Louise Ryan, Mary Casey, 
Robin Diamond, Sheryll Hart and Rachel McPherson (captain). Gay Wilson, 
Deborah Stocker and Elizabeth Oliver also played in some of the games. 
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Special thanks goes to our dedicated coach. Miss FitzHarding Jones. 

Senior B 

The B netball team has had quite a successful season this year. We had only 
one loss and we put this down to the cold conditions. Court play varied throughout 
the games. Both the attack and defence contributed well to all the games even 
though the weather didn’t. 


The scores were:— 

Pleasant Point 
Pleasant 


Point 


Twizel 14 
Methven 25 
Fairlie 5 

The team consisted of: Gay Wilson (captain). Sue Walsh, Andrea Scott, 
Elizabeth Oliver, Michelle Reid, Deborah Stocker, Sue Boake and Belinda Inkster. 

Thanks goes to the team for attending practices and participating fully. 
Our thanks also goes to Miss FitzHarding Jones for the time and patience that 
she put towards the team. 


18 
12 

Pleasant Point 30 
consisted of: Gay Wilson 


C Team 

This year’s C team had the opportunity to play only one inter-school game, 
against Fairlie, which we won. 

The team consisted of: Sandra Jessep, Virginia Ryan, Nicky Moorehouse, 
Virginia McPherson, Maria Moran, Joanne Wilson and Catherine Armstrong. 
We would like to extend our thanks to Mrs Hurst for her co-operation and help. 

Senior D 

The D team this year had a very successful and enjoyable season. The team 
seemed to mix in well and played well together. The team members were: 
Vicki Bradshaw, Sue Malcolm, Carmel Dossett, Sue Teahen, Karen Palmer, 
Julie Dixon and Diane Clark. 


Pleasant Point Pharmacy Ltd 

In the new Shopping Complex 


PHONE 633 24 HOURS — 7 DAYS 


Your local Chemist 
for all your medical requirements 


50 









Form 3 

The third form had two netball teams, which were evenly matched. Although 
both the A and B lost all their games, the sportsmanship and true spirit was 
very high. In both games against Farlie and Temuka there was some outstanding 
play by all participating. 

We would like to thank Mrs Gale and Mr Piper for giving up their lunch hours 
to coach our teams. 

A Team: Rhonda Mansfield (captain), Jenny Gale, Louise Little, Rachel Marshall, 
Lisa Cone, Noreen Armstrong, Debbie Gould. 

B Team: Leanne Jessep (captain), Lynne Taylor, Sharryn Youdale, Lynn Moyle, 
Margo Barrett, Tracey Healy, Jacki Lyon. 

Forms 1 and 2 

All members of each team played very well and an improvement in netball 
skills was evident when they participated in the Aorangi Primary Schools Winter 
Sports Tournament. All teams joined in the sports against Fairlie and teams 1 and 
2 played against Methven. 

Teams were as follows:— 

Team 1: R. Dunbar, R. Guthrie, J. Broughton, S. Mitchell, J. Mould, L. McIntosh, 
J. Stocker. Coach: R. Diamond. 

Team 2: N. Beynon, I. Wood, M. Paul, D. Palmer, S. Jones, S. Munroe, 
A. Henderson, J. McLean. Coach: L. Chisholm. 

Team 3: T .Marsh, Mil Jessep, V. Simpson, M. Smith, I. Roberts, K. Steven, 
N. Finnie, J. Dockerty. Coach: S. Hart. 

Team 4: M. Keelty, C. Lyon, M. Robinson, P. Doake, J. Risk, E. Coates, 
T. Cotton, T. Gibson. Coach: M. Reid. 

Team 5: F. McPherson, J. Marshall, S. McHaffie, D. Chapman, W. Knipe, 
M. Bartrum. 

A pleasing feature of school netball at this level is the number of senior pupils 
who so ably coached these teams. 

BADMINTON 

For the first time this year an inter-school badminton competition was held to 
choose a South Canterbury representative team. 

Games were played against two teams from Timaru Girls and Boys High 
Schools and a team from Timaru College. Although the boys won five out of the 
twelve games, the girls’ team was not quite so successful! 

The girls’ team consisted of: Suzanne Roberts, Penny Shrimpton, Michelle Reid, 
Sharon Flowers and Suzette Walsh. 

The boys’ team consisted of: Steve Ryan, Grant Higginbottom, Kevin McKean 
and Chris Suitcliffe. 

Our thanks goes to Mr Mangum for his help and support. 

BASKETBALL 

Girls Open A 

Although we started out in the Friday night competition winning our first game, 
we soon realised that there was only one team in our division we could beat. 
This did not damage our sense of enthusiasm in any way for at times we had even 
the top teams struggling to penetrate our zone. 

Thanks to Deborah Stocker for playing when members were struck by the flu. 
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and thanks also to Mr Duncan for his excellent attendance at practices. 

Special thanks to coach, Mr Wilson. His calmness and perseverance displayed 
during the more testing moments was appreciated. 

Inter-school results: v. Fairlie, we lost 22-20; v. Twizel, we won 22-21. 
Members were Robyn Wilson, Helen Steven, Robyn Diamond, Sarah Feasey, 
Sheryll Hart and Rachel McPherson. 

Open B 

This year’s Open Grade B basketball girls had a very successful season, 
finishing first equal in the Open B Grade competition. 

We wish to thank Karen Wilson and Lynne Mansfield for filling in after 
Bronwyn Milne left. 

Special thanks to Mr Wilson for his patience and understanding while 
coaching us. 

The team was: Sue Boake, Jo Baker, Sue Roberts, Michelle Reid, Denise Hardie, 
Bronwyn Milne, Karen Wilson and Lynne Mansfield. 

Boys Open Grade 

The team had a very pleasant season though we won only a couple of games. 
We would like to thank Mr Mangum for his coaching and the staff team for the 
confidence-building victories we scored over them at Tuesday night practices. 
In inter-school games we had a good record. 

Team: D. Clemens, S. Ryan, K. Casey, P. Oliver, D. Mitchell, T. Blakemore, 
G. Higginbottom. 

Under 16 Girls A 

A very enjoyable season by all ended in our team winning the Friday night 
competition. _ 

SOUTH CANTERBRY 
SAVINGS BANK 
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The team was: Andrea Scott, Sue Dobbs, Sue Walsh, Sharyon Smith, Diane 
Dockerty, Gay Wilson, and Marie Scott who left us during the season. 

Our thanks go to Mr Callow for his time spent with the team throughout 
the season. 

Under 16 Boys A 

Once again an Under 16 Boys A basketball team was represented in the 
Friday night competition. Under Mr Mangum’s coaching and dedication the team 
came first equal in the second division, losing only one game to Boys High C. 

This year’s team consisted of: Philip Linton, Ben Braithwaite, Stephen 
Cummings, Paul Bailey, Garth Pomroy, Rickie Le Leivre and Struan Sullivan. 

Under 16 Girls B 

The season went very well for our team. We won two, and drew two out of 
13 games. We weren’t too worried about winning but we did spend most of our 
lunchtime practices trying to perfect our skills with the help of Mr Callow, to whom 
we give our thanks. 

The team was comprised of: G. Coulter, D. Curry, T. Hawes, L. Muir, 
S. Teahen, V. Ryan and D. Brady. We co-operated well and topped the season 
off with a win against the C team. 

Under 16 Boys B 

With Steven Cunliffe as captain, the fourth form B basketball team competed 
in the under 16 competition. There was a lot of enthusiasm but not much skill. 
However, we managed to get third equal (out of five). 

Our thanks go to everyone who played and supported us. 

Team members were: K. McIntosh (vice-captain), S. McHaffie, B. Fagan, 
N. Curry, T. Chapman, A. Beynon, D. Walsh, S. Cunliffe (captain). 

Coach: Mr Mangum. 

Under 16 Girls C 

Although not winning all our games we had a very enjoyable season. 
We managed to come fifth in the competition. We would like to thank Mr 
Macfarlane for al lhis time and patience. 

Team members were: Lyn Diamond, Joanne Wilson, Sandra Jessep, Sue 
Malcolm, Julie Dixon, Vickie Bradshaw, Belinda Inkster. 

Under 16 Girls D 

With the combination of six eager, energetic and above all inspired young 
fifth form girls and Mr Macfarlane, how could the under 16 D girls’ basketball 
team fail to have an enjoyable and successful season. We, Anthea Lyon (captain), 
Jane Dunbar, Elizabeth Oliver, Karen Palmer, Maria Bradshaw and Alison 
Dowall, won all but two of our games and came second in the Friday night 
competitions. 

Under 14 Boys 

This year the under 14 boys’ basketball team consisted of: Kenny Palmer, 
Donn Baker, James Bettridge, Alan Giles, Malcolm Maclean, Brent Caldwell, 
David McHaffie, Stephen Smith, Alan Bartrum and Richard Wilson. 

With great team participation and willingness, the somewhat inexperienced 
team managed to win a few close-finshing games. Our thanks goes to Mr Duncan 
for putting a lot of time and effort into coaching our team. 


53 


RUGBY REPORT 

1980 will go down as one of the most successful seasons for rugby in the school. 
The 1st XV gave a tremendous lead to the rest of the teams with some very fast 
free-flowing rugby. The team was very fortunate to have the services as coach 
of Mr C. Callow who was a regular feature on the wing this year for South 
Canterbury. 

Our three inter-school games were exciting affairs. Fairlie High School were 
first on our list. Both teams were matched for size, but it was soon evident that 
some fast adventurous back play had Fairlie running ragged. All credit though 
to Fairlie who played hard to the final whistle and kept our forwards busy all day. 

Twizel High School have always had a good team, but this year their forwards 
were enormous. Could our fast backs somehow make up for their size? 
The final score was 29-18 to us, but another 10 minutes of play could have 
changed that. 

Our last game was at Ashburton Showgrounds, playing the curtain-raiser with 
Methven High School for the New South Wales - Mid-Canterbury game. In hot 
north-westerly conditions we tried hard to make it three in a row, but by the final 
whistle it was 36-35 to Methven. 

We would like to thank our coach, our sponsors in the Methven game and our 
opposition in all three games for their sportsmanship and clean playing. 

Team members were: S. Sullivan, G. Crawford, S. Sugrue, S. Ryan, 
A. McPhedran D. Mitchell, K. Casey, D. Fowles, J. Copland, G. Higginbottom, 
D. Cunliffe, T. Blakemore, R. O’Leary, C. Mould, R. Patterson, A. Steven. 
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Under 14 

Dedication and team spirit led the team to a both enjoyable and victorious 
rugby season. The team played good, solid, attacking rugby and displayed a 
wealth of talent for future school teams. 

Of the two games played, both were won in very closely contested matches, 
the closest of which was against a strong Fairlie XV played at Fairlie in fine, 
sunny conditions. The host team led 8-4 at halftime but the Point team showed 
great perserverance and came out the eventual winners by 13-8. 

Our second game against Temuka was won by Point 38-11. The team would 
like to thank Mr Wilson for his coaching. 

The team was: backs — G. Patterson, A. Beynon, N. Esler, T. Mould, 
J. Bettridge, S. Ryan (captain), S. Broughton; forwards — M. Crawford (vice¬ 
captain), B. Coupland, R. Wilson, B. Goodger, D. Baker, D. Walsh, D. Holland, 
D. Oliver, K. Palmer. 

Forms 1 and 2 

The team lost all its three games this year but by the end of the season there 
were clear signs of improvement, and, with the majority of the team coming from 
Form 1, we can hope for better results next year. 

The forwards worked hard individually and in the last game, against Methven, 
started to show some fire and the ability to work together. The backs also showed 
individual promise and skills but rarely functioned well as a line. 

Team: Ian Gebbie, Lindsay, Holland, Carl Roberts, Grant Sugrue, Ian 
Macfarlane, Alan Gale, Alan Bartrum, Alastair Duthie, Geoffrey Bailey (captain), 
Scott Copland and Michael Dolmore. Coach: Mr Macfarlane. 


1st XI 


SOCCER 


It was a good season for the senior team which never lost a game. A big win 
against Fairlie resulted from the team playing very well together for the first game. 
The game against Twizel was a lot harder, but Point dominated most of the game 
and ended up with a 7-2 win. The Methven interchange was the closest and hardest 
game of the lot. With both teams evenly spaced it was both a defensive and 
attacking game. The final score was 4-2 to Point. 

Main goal scorers during the season were: Wayne Honeywill, Simon Cocks, 
Phillip Moorhouse, Chris Sutcliffe and Phillip Linton. 

The team was as follows: Wayne Honeywill, Simon Cocks, Chris Sutcliffe, 
Phillip Moorhouse, Karl Kreegher, Phillip Linton (captain), Richard Siv, 
Eon Roberts, Mark Coutts, Ray Heke, Keit Minhclon, Paul Cone, Richard Moyle, 
Melville Goodger, Simon Taylor, James Guthrie and Stephen McHaffie. 

Form 4 

Our fourth form team played two games this season. The first was against 
Timaru College at Pleasant Point where we were beaten 11-1. 

The second game was against Temuka High School at Temuka. It was a close 
game throughout but Temuka gained a point late in the second half and won 3-2. 

The team consisted of Kiet Tchung, R. Siv, M. Taylor, D. Guthrie, D. Taylor, 
J. Guthrie, M. Goodger, S. McHaffie, C. Sutcliffe, G. Piper, J. Manson, N. Curry 
(captain). 
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HOCKEY 


1st XI 

Despite the loss of captain and centre-forward Bronwyn Milne after the match 
against Farlie, we were still able to win all our games. 

The addition of handstops for penalty corners made for some varied attack. 
Although not always successful at this, we often had the opposition guessing. 
Strong play from Jackie Keene and consistent wing attack from Dendra Smith 
were features of the games. Thanks go to Mr Jackson for his time and patient 
attempts to teach us hockey skills. 

Inter-school matches: We defeated Fairlie, 3-2; Twizel, 9-0; Methven, 5-1. 
Team members: Diane Pierce, Suzanne Roberts, Joanne Watson, Janette Esler, 
Sarah Feasey (captain), Jackie Keene, Diane Dockerty, Bronwyn Kelynack, 
Karen Wilson, Sharyn Smith, Suzanne Dobbs, Jo Baker, Raewyn Gould and 
Dendra Smith. 

Form 1 and 2 

The form 1 and 2 hockey team had a very successful season, thanks to our 
very sporting coach Miss Luke, who taught our players new skills and improved 
the not so skilful players. We won against Fairlie 2-1, Methven 5-2, and lost to 
Waihi boys 3-2. 

Team members: N. Coulter, J. Wilson, A. Turpie, N. Shanks, J. Gough, 
P. Gardener, A. Wilson, F. Barron, C. Wilson, B. Hide, B. Cox, K. Inkster, 
L. Ward-Smith, J. Piper, C. Earl, E. Dowall, L. Pomroy, S. Larsin. 


SULLIVAN & SPILLANE 

ELECTRICAL 

FOR EVERYTHING ELECTRICAL 

SALES AND SERVICE-PHONE 534 

- PHONE 534 - 

For your next Wiring Job contact our 

Contracting Division 

Strathallan Electrical 

OR CALL AND SEE US IN THE 
PLEASANT POINT SHOPPING CENTRE 
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School Roll 


* Denotes left during the year 


FORM 1DN — Mrs J. A. DUNCAN 


Bettridge, Barry 
Brady, Kevin 
Duthie, Alistair 
Fagan, Craig 

Bartrum, Michelle 
Chapman, Denise 
Cox, Bridget 
Doake, Pamela 


Goodman, Jeremy 
Healy, John 
Johnson, Sean 
Keelty, Blair 

Inkster, Carla 
Jones, Susan 
Larsen, Sonja 
Maclean, Joanne 


Macfarlane, Ian 
Munro, Andrew 
Sugars, Grant 
Sutcliffe, Andrew 

McPherson, Fiona 
Marshall, Justine 
Pomroy, Lara 


Taylor, Jeffrey 
Warren, Nicholas 


Wilson, Andrea 
Wilson, Christine 


FORM 1CT — Mrs H. COATES 


Bell, Rodney* 
Brady, David 
Clark, Chris 
Cook, Tony 


Barron, Fiona 
Dockerty, Judith 
Finnie, Nicola 


Copland, Scott 
Dannatt, Jon* 
Gale, Allan 
Gebbie, Ian 

Keelty, Megan 
Knipe, Wendy 
Lyon, Carmen 


Graham, Robert 
Kreegher, Brett 
Maher, Tony 
Mansfield,Richard 


Marsh, Tracey 
Mitchell, Sonya 
Odey, Nicola 


Melville, Mark 
Palmer, Russell 


Risk, Julie-ann 
Risk, Tracey 
Roberts, Ilene 


Bartrum, Alan 
Dolamore, Michael 
Flowers, Neil 


FORM 2HT — 

Geddis, Rhys 
Honeywill, Brent 
McHaffie, David 


Mrs W. E. HURST 

Muir, Carl 
Quantock, Mark 
Smith, Stephen 


Taylor, Mark 
Thyne, Mattew 
Wiseman, Geoffrey 


Broughton, Justine 
Coulter, Natasha 
Dowall, Elizabeth 
Earl, Catherine 
Gardiner, Phillipa 


Gough, Julie 
Guthrie, Raewyn 
Hide, Bridget 
McIntosh, Lee-ann 
Mould, Judith 


Munro, Suzanne 
Palmer, Diane 
Shanks, Nicola 
Smith, Megan 
Walsh, Diane* 


Wilson, Joanne 
Woods, Illeana 


Bailey, Jeffrey 
Boys, Christopher* 
Holland, Lindsay 


FORM 2WN — Mr B. W. WILSON 
Johnson, Daryl Manson, Ricky 

Kerr, Lindsay Martin, Christopher 

McHaffie, Niven Roberts, Karl 


Smith, Michael 
Sugrue, Grant 
Wilson, Graeme 


Beynon, Nicola 
Coates, Elizabeth 
Cotton, Toni 
Dunbar, Rachel 
Gibson, Tracey 


Henderson, Ann 
Jessep, Michelle 
McHaffie, Sharyn 
Moses, April* 
Palmer, Patricia* 


Paul, Michelle 
Piper, Jane 
Robinson, Michelle 
Simpson, Vicky 


Steven, Catherine 
Stocker, Joanne 
Turpie, Anne 
Ward-Smith, Elizabeth 
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FORM 3MF — Mr R. MACFARLANE 


Bettridge, James 
Copland, Barry 

Armstrong, Noreen 
Gale, Jenny 


Holland, Denis 
Gillies, Alan 

Cone, Lisa 
Giles, Sonia 
Gillespie, Gillian 


Baker, Donn 
Caldwell, Brent 


Barrett, Margo 
Dannatt, Sharon* 
Gibson, Judy* 


Beynon, Andrew 
Cunliffe, Stephen 

Bassett, Penny 
Bradshaw, Vicki 
Chapman, Julie 


Barron, Lynette 
Brady, Debbie 
Brosnan, Anne-Marie 
Clark, Diane 
Coutts, Deborah 


Armstrong, David 
Broughton, Shane 
Butters, Andrew* 
Chapman, Trevor 
Coles, Warwick 
Curry, Nigel 


Cotton, Rodney 
Crawford, Murray 


Gould, Raewyn 
Little, Louise 


FORM 3JN — 

Goodger, Brendan 
McColgan, Gene 


Gould, Debbie 
Healy, Tracey 


Esler, Neil 
Hyndman, Brett 

Mansfield, Rhonda 
Moyle, Lynn 


Mr B. N. JACKSON 

McPhedran, James 
Mould, Trevor 

Mori, Susan 
Ryan, Ruth 


FORM 3LK — Miss J. M. LUKE 


Gliddon, James 
Maclean, Malcolm 

Jessep, Leanne 
Lyon, Jaqueline 
McHaffie, Carol 


FORM 4CL — 

Houston, Michael 
McHaffie, Stephen 

Coulter, Gretchen 
Diamond, Lynn 
Dixon, Julie 


Palmer, Kenny 
Paterson, Grant 

McKean, Karen 
Marshall, Rachel 


Mr C. W. CALLOW 

McIntosh, Kerry 
Struthers, David 

Hawes, Tracey 
Inkster, Belinda 
Jessep, Sandra 


FORM 4GL 

Curry, Denise 
Dossett, Carmel 
Earl, Barbara 
Henderson, Robyn 
Keelty, Sue 


FORM 4MW — 

de Latour, Simon 
Dossett, Basil 
Fagan, Brent 
Gebbie, Neil 
Guthrie, Dean 
Guthrie, James 


Mrs H. P. GALE 

Malcolm, Sue 
McPherson, Virginia 
Ryan, Virginia 
Shanks, Christine 
Sugars, Robyn 


Mr M. I. MULDREW 

Haines, Darryl 
Hart, Nigel 
Heke, Raymond 
Manson, John 
Piper, Grant 
Pomroy, Garth 


Wilson, Richard 
Wilson, Derek 


Rowley, Joanna 
Taylor, Lynn 


Oliver, David 


Stevenson, Tracey 
Youdale, Sharron 


Sugars, Stephen 


Pead, Karen 
Waller, Beth 


Turpie, Bruce 
Walsh, Darryl 

Muir, Linda 
Wilson, Joanne 


Teahen, Suzanne 
Wilson, Andrea 


Ryan, Simon 
Sugrue, Steven 
Sutcliffe, Christopher 
Taylor, David 
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FORM 5CS 

- Mr D. J. CROSS 


Bailey, Paul 

Cocks, Simon 

Cone, Paul 

Cummings, Steven 
Hart, John 

Kinney, Bernard 

Kreegher, Carl 
Lawton, Mark 

Sullivan, Struan 

Belworthy Kaye 
Boake, Suzanne* 
Dobbs, Suzanne 

Dowall, Alison 
Hardie, Denise 
Kelynack, Bronwyn 

Scott, Marie* 
Shrimpton, Penny 
Smith, Dendra 

Smith, Sharon 
Walsh, Suzette 
Wilson, Karen 


FORM 5DR — Mr J. W. D. DUNBAR 


Braithwaite, Ben 
Copland, Ross 

Cross, Ronald 

Duong, Kiet 

Fowler, Derek 
Honeywell, Wayne 

Huynh, Trung* 

Linton, Phillip 
Moorhouse, Phillip 

Mould, Chris 
Wood, Peter 

Casey, Mary 

Esler, Janette 
Holland, Sandra 

Hornby, Julianne 
Moore, Raelene 
Moore, Teresa 

Ryan, Louise 

Stocker, Deborah 
Teahen, Deidre 

Wilson, Gay 


FORM 5FJ — Miss H. FITZHARDING-JONES 

Casey, Kevin 

Coutts, Mark* 

Giles, Martin 

Goodger, Melville 
Le Lievre, Ricky 
McKean, Kevin 

Paterson, Robert 

Pead, Michael 
Shrimpton, Grant 

Stowell, Andrew 
Waters, David 

Bradshaw, Maria 
Dockerty, Diane 
Dunbar, Jane 

Lyon, Anthea 
McHaffie, Donna 
Moorhouse, Nichola 

Oliver, Elizabeth 
Palmer, Karen 

Pierce, Diane 

Scott, Andrea 
Watson, Joanne 


FORM 6DU — Mr H. J. R. DUNCAN 


Blakemore, Trevor 
Dossett, Phillip 

Higinbottom, Grant 
Miller, Andrew 

O’Leary, Richard 
Roberts, Eon 

Ryan, Stephen 
Taylor, Simon 

Armstrong, Catherine 
Bailey, Sandra* 

Caldwell, Christine 
Feasey, Sarah 

Gould, Elizabeth 
Steven, Helen 

Wilson, Robyn 


FORM 6PR - 

- Mr K. E. PIPER 


Clemens, David 
Copland, Jonathon 

Crawford, Graeme 
Mitchell, David 

McPhedran, Angus 

Oliver, Peter 

Chisholm, Lynn 
Diamond, Robyn 
Edwards, Kathleen* 

Flowers, Sharron 
Hart, Sheryll 

Mansfield, Lynn 
McPherson, Rachel 

Reid, Michelle 
Shanks, Joanne 


FORM 7SD — 

Mr I. T. SIMMONDS 


Cunliffe, David* 
Moyle, Richard 
Steven, Andrew 

Baker, Jo 

Curry, Wendy 
Dockerty, Shona* 

Keene, Jackie 

Milne, Brownyn* 
Moran, Maria 

Roberts, Suzanne 
Struthers, Donna* 
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AVAILABLE FOR 

IMMEDIATE DELIVERY 

WE CAN DELIVER ONE TODAY! 

You can enjoy playing tonight — a . . . 

ZACHARY ORGAN 

Model 2000: $1799 — Deposit $170, $10.00 Weekly 

Model 900: $1390 — Deposit $148, $7.50 Weekly 

See and Hear the Zechary Enchanter 

We stock dozens of EASY PLAY MUSIC ALBUMS for the Zachary 

- AVAILABLE FOR IMMEDIATE DELIVERY - 

Newman's Music Store 

272 STAFFORD STREET TIMARU TELEPHONE 86-491 


When it comes to STEREO SOUND EQUIPMENT 
STAN BREHAUTS 
are one of New Zealand's leading specialists 

No one knows more about streo sound that the experts at Stan Brehauts. 
They have the specialist knowledge to advise you on the best stereo for 
your musical preferences and what is the best vallue for the amount of 
money you wish to spend. 

Don't make an expensive mistake — all stereos don't sound 
the same. See the sound specialists at Stan Brehauts. 

Hundreds to choose from . . . whether you want an inexpensive three- 
in-one syste mor a superb component system — we have it in stock. 

STAN BREHAUT LTD 

"GOOD PEOPLE TO DO BUSINESS WITH" 

185-185 STAFFORD STREET PHONE 81-076 TIMARU 


60 
















Prize List, 1980 

SPECIAL AWARDS AND TROPHIES 
Swimming Champions: 

Girls: Junior: R. Dunbar. Intermediate: T. Healy. Senior: S.Walsh. 

Boys: Junior: M. Taylor. Intermeidate: K. Palmer. Senior: R. Le Leivre. 

Diving Champions: 

Junior: K. Brady. Intermediate: L. Muir. Senior: S. Sullivan. 

Athletic Champions: 

Girls: Under 12^: A. Turpie. Under 14. P. Gardiner. Junior: G. Coulter. 
Senior: M. Moran. 

Boys: Under 12}: I. Macfarlane. Under 14: M. Crawford, Junior: G. Pomroy. 
1500 Metres: D. Mitchell. 

Cross-Country: 

Girls: Junior: L. Pomroy. Intermediate: J. Dixon. Senior: M. Moran. 

Boys: Junior: K. Roberts. Intermediate: G. Pomroy. Senior: D. Mitchell. 

Fives Champions: 

Boys: Junior: J. Gliddon. Senior: G. Pomroy. 

Inter-House Trophies: 

Swimming: Takitimu. Athletics: Tainui. House Competition: Takitimu. 

Greatest Contribution to Cricket: D. Mitchell 

Netball: R. Diamond 
Rugby: K. Casey 

Sportsmanship: 

Boys: K. Casey. Girls: M. Moran. 

Chess: 

Junior: R. Wilson. Senior: P. Dossett. 

Original Writing: 

FI-2: N. Simpson. F3-4: K. McIntosh. F5-7: R. Diamond. 

Public Speaking: 

Junior: E. Dowall. Intermediate: R. Wilson. 

Debating: 

Junior: E. Dowall. Senior: H. Steven. 

Greatest Contribution to Drama: D. Cuncliffe. 

Penmanship in Junior School: M. Paul. 

Citizenship: R. McPherson. 

Principal’s Awards: 

School Council Chairperson: A. Steven. 

School Council Secretary: M. Moran. 
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ACADEMIC AWARDS 


Subject Prizes: 

Commercial: L. Wilson. 

French: H. Steven 

Home Economics: Form 5: S. Holland. Form 4: B. Inkster 

Horticulture: D. Oliver. 

Art: R. Le Lievre. 

Carter Cup for Oustanding Progress and Diligence: M. Reid. 


FORM PRIZES 


Form 1: 

General Excellence and Industry: Nicola Finney, Julie-Ann Risk, Pamela 
Doake, Ian McFarlane. 

Progress: Fiona Barron. 

Diligence: Craig Fagan. 

Form 2: 

General Excellence and Industry: Rachel Dunbar, Michelle Paul, Joanne Wilson. 
Industry: Lindsay Holland, Raewyn Guthrie. 

Progress: Brent Honeywell. 


Form 3: 

General Excellence and Industry: Richard Wilson, Rachel Marshall, Lyn 
Taylor. 

Industry: James Bettridge. 


Form 4: 

General Excellence and Industry: Virginia Ryan, Belinda Inkster. 

Excellence: Kerry McIntosh. 

Industry: Julie Chapman, Simon De Lautour. 

Form 5: 

General Excellence: Maria Bradshaw, Ross Copland, John Hart, Grant 
Shrimpton. 

Industry: Melville Goodger. 

Form 6: 

General Excellence: Philip Dossett, Trevor Blakemore, Christine Caldwell. 
Industry: Sheryll Hart. 

Form 7: 

Dux (Miller Prize and Paul Cup): Maria Moran. 

Proxime Accessit. Andrew Steven. 


62 



' 













